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A 

COLLECTION 

O T 

OLD BALLADS, 
i. 

The Execution of Sir CHARLES BAWDIN. 

The following pita it tbtpndu8iam of Thorna, RmoBg 
« ftuft in tbe\%th- century ; and i, ftppcfed to have been 
wrttttnfime tmi after the event which it ihefubiiS efit 
aniwbtch happened in Brifiol, in tbt ye ar iJt, when 

Rttbard III.) were in that dtp. 

THE featherde fongfterre Chagnticleer 
Hanne wound e Ays bugle home. 
And tolde the cm-lie villagers 
The commynge of the morne : 

Kynge Edward fawe the raddle ftreakes 

Of lyghte eclypfe the greiej 
And hearde the rarenn's crokynge throte 

Proclayme the fatcdd daie. 



a OLD BALLADS. 

Thoa'rt ryghte, quod her, for, bye the Godde, 

That fyttes enthron'd on hyghc ! 
Charles B aw din, and hys fellowei twaine, 

To-d»ie **Ile fureHe die. 

Thenne wythe a jagge of nappy ale 
Hy.i knyghtes dydd onne hymm waite ; 

Gse tell- the.traytor, thatt to-daie 
Hec leaves thys mortalle ftatc. 

Syrr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 
Wythe harte bry ram fulle of woe $ 

He* journey 'd So the cafllc-gafe. 
And to fyrr Charles dydd goe. 

Butt wheiue he came, hys children twaine, 
.- And eke hys kwyage w yfe, 
Wythe brinie tears dydd wett the floore, 
For goode fyrr Charles's lyfe. 



goode fyrr Charles ! fayd (. 
Badde tydyngs I doe brynge. 

Speek boldlie, manne, fayd brave fyrr Charlen, 
Whatte fays thie tray tor kynge t 

1 greeve to telle, before yomte (ens* 
Does fromme the welkiun flye, 

Hee hath nponne hys boaorr fayd*, 
Than thou ihalt furelie die. 
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Wee all maft die, quod brave fyrr Charles; 

Ofthatte T'm not afFearde; 
Whatte bootes to lyre a little fpace t 

Thanke Jefu I'm prepar'ii: 

Butt telle thye kynge, for juyne hea *» not, 

I *de foonerr die to-daie 
Thanne lyve hys flare, ta manie are, 

Tho' I ihould lyve for aic. 

Thenne Canterlone bee dydd goe out. 

To telle the maior fbaiw ' 
To gett all thynges ynne roadynefr 

Poire goode fyrr Chailat-'s fete. . 

Thenne maifterr Canynge fitughre the kynge. 

And felle down onne hys knee ; 
J 'm comine, quod hee, onto your grace 

To move yoor clemencye. 

Thenne quod the kynge, YourC tale foeeke out. 

You have been much oure friende-j 
Whateverr youre requeit may bee. 

Wee wylle to ytte attende. 

Mye noble lrige !' alft mye reqneff 

Ys for a nobile knyghte, 
Whoe, tho' mayhap hee has donne wrongs, 

Hce thoughts ytte ftylle was ryghte : 

Bs Hee 
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4 OLD BALLADS. 

Hee has a fpoufe and childrettne twaine, 

Alle rewyn'd are forr aie ; 
Yff that yon are refolvM to lett 

Charles Bawdin die to-daie. 

Speck nott of fuch a tray to rr vile. 

The kyiige ynne furie fayde ; 
Before the evening flaire flialk Oteene, 

Bawdin Ihalle loofe hys hedde : 

Juftice does loudEe for hymm calle, 

And hee Ihalle have hys meede : 
Speeke, maifterr Canynge ! whatte thynge elfe 

Att prcfent doe yott neede ? 

Mye nobile leige ! goode Canynge fayde. 

Leave juftice to our Godde, 
And laye the yronne rule afyde j 

Bee thyne the olyve rodde. 

Was Godde to ferche our hertes and reines. 

The beft were fynners grete j 
ChrirVs vycarr only knowes ne fynne, 

y line alle this mortalle ftacc. 

Lette Mercie rale thyne ynnfante reigne, 
'Twylle fafte thye crowne fnlle fure ; 

Front race to race thye funilie 
Alle fov'reigns Ihalle endure : 
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Butt yff wythe bloode and flaughter thou 

Beginne thye ynnfante rcigne, 
Thye crowne oponne thye childrennes brows 

Wylle neverr long remayoc. 

Canynge, awaje ! tfcyi traytorr vile 
Has fcorn'd my powerr and mee ; 

Howe canft thou thenne fair faeh a manne 
In urate my clemencye i 

Mye nobile leige 1 the tnilie brave 

Wylle vaTrous aftiona prize, 
Refpeft a brave and nobile mynde, 

AI tho' ynne enemies. 

Canynge, awaie ! by Godde ynne heav'nne, 

Thatt dydd mee beinge gyve, 
I wylle nott taftc a bitt of breade 

Whilft Ays fyrr Charles dothe lyve ! 

Bye Marie, and alle feinftes ynne heav'nne, 

Thys funne lhalle bee hys lafte ! 
Tbenne Canynge dropt a brinie teare, 

And from the prefence paite. 

Wythe herte brymm fulle of gnawynge grief* 

Hee to fyrr Charles dydd goe. 
And fatt hymm downe oponne a ftoole, 

And teares beganne to Howe. 
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Wee all muil die, quod brave fyrr Charles ; 

Whatte boot tea ytte howe or whennc; 
pethe yi the fare, the certaine fate 

Of all we mortallc roenne. 

Saye whye, mye friend, thie honeft foal 

Runns overr att thyne eye ; ' 
It ytte forr mye moft wricomme doom* 

That thou doft child-lyke cryi I 

Quod godlie Canynge, I doe weepe, 

Thatt thou foe foone muft dye. 
And leave thye helplefs formes behynde; 

»Tya thyi thatt weftes myne. eye. 

Thenne drie the tears thatt out thyne eye 
Fromme godlie fountains fprynge ; 

Pethe I defpife, and alle the powerr" 
Of Edwarde, traytorr fcynge. 

Whenne thro' the tyrant's wdcomme means, 

I fluUle refigne mye lyfe, 
The Godde I ferre wylle foone provyde 

For bothe mye fonnes and wyfe. 

Before I fawe rhe lyghtfojnefuane, 

Thys was appointed mee ; 
Shalle mortal manne repyne and grudge 

Whatte Godde ordaynci to bee t 
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Howe oft ynne battaile have I Iteode, 

Whenne thouianda dy'd aronnds ) 
Whenne fmokynge ftreeinei of Crymfon Uoodt 
Imbrew'd the fattcn'dd* groande : 

Howe dydd I knows than ev'ry darte, 

Thatt cutte the airie waie, 
Myghte nott fynde patfage toe mye herte. 

And dofe my cc eyes for ai= ! , 

And flialle I now*, fitr feare of dethe, 

Looks wanne and bee difmayde? 
Ne ! fromme my bene fli* cbildilh feorw. 
Bee alle the manne difpIuyM. 

Ah, goddelyke Henrie ! Oodde forefende. 

And guarde thee and thye fonne, 
Yff'tis hya wylle; and yff'tia nott, 

Whye thenne nys wylle bee donne. 

Mye honeA friend e, mye faulte b*a been* 

To ferve Godde and mye prynce j 
And thatt I no tynte-ferrerr anna, 

Mye dethe wylle (boa conrynce. 

Ynne Londonne citye wu I borne. 

Of parents of grete note i 
My fader dydd a nobUe arutei 

Emblazenn onne his cote ; 

B 4 I mi 
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I make ncdonbte butt hee ys gone 

WhereJbonelhppe togoej 
Where tfeeforr everr bfcft flialle bee, 

Fromme onte thereechofwoe: . 

Hee taugh te mee j uftice and the law* 

Wythe pitie to unite j 
And eke hee taoghte mee Howe to knowt 

The wronge caufe fromme the ryghte ; 

Hee taugh te mee wythe a prudent iande 

To feede the hcngrie poore, 
Ne lett mye (arrants dryve awaie 

The hnngric fromme mye doofe i 

And none canne faye, bntt alie mye lyk 

I have hya word yes kept ; 
And fumni'd thea&yonns of the date 

Eche nyghte before I flept. 

I have a fpoufe, goe aike of her, 

Yff I defyl'd heir bedde ? 
J have a kynge, and none canne laie 
Elacke treaibns onne mye hedde, 

YnneLent, and onne the holieeve, 
- Fromme fleihe I did refrayne ; 
Wide ihould I thenne appeare difmay'd, 
Tp leave thy« worlde of payue I 
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Ne ! haplefs Henrie ! I rejoyce, 

I fhalle ne fee thyc dethe ; 
Mofte yilryngHe in thyc juft canfe 

Doe I refign mye brethe. 

Oh, fickle people ! rewyn'd Ionde ! 

Thou wylt kenne peace ne moe ; 
Whyle Richard's fonnes exalt themfdves, 

Thye brookea wythe bloude wylle flowe. 

Sale, were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 

And godlie Henric's reigne, 
Thatt yon dydd choppe yourc eaiie dales 

For thofe of blonde and peyne ? 

Whatte tho* I onne a fledde bee drawne. 

And mangledd bye a hynde, 
J doe defye the traytorr's pow'rre, 

Jiee canne ne hune mye mynde j 

"Whatte tht>*, uphoifted onne a pole, 
Mye lymbes fhalle rotte ynne ayre, 

And ne ryche monument of brafle 
Charles Bawdin's name (halle bear; 

Yett ynne the holie booke above, 
Whyche tyme can't eate awaie, 

There wythe the farrant) of the Lorde 
Mye name fhalle lyve for aie, 
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Thenne wekomme dcthe ! fotr lyft ettrne 

I leave thys mortalle lyfc ; 
Farewell, vayne world*, and alle that '■ Aare, 

Mye fonaes and lovynge wyfe 1 

Kowe dcthe as weUcomme to met comet. 

As e'er the monthe of Maie ; 
Norr won'de I erenn wyfhe to lyve, 

Wythe mye dere wyfe to ftsic. 

Qaod Canynge,_ 'Tys a goodlie thynge 

To bee prepar'd to die s 
And fromme this place of care and peyne 

To Godde ynne Heav'nne to flie. 

And nowethe belle beganae to tolle, 

And claryonnes to founde ; 
Syrr Charles hee herde the horfea f«tc 

A pranncyng onne the groundc : 

And joft before the officerrs. 

His lovynge wyfe came ynne, 
Weepynge unfeigned teeres of woe, 

Wythe londe and dyfmalle dynne. 

Sweet Florence ! nowe I praie forbere, 

Ynne quiet lett mee die ; 
Praie Godde, thatt ev'rye chiyftianne foule 

Maye loolce onne dethe as I. 
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Sweet Florence 1 why* thcfe brinie team? 

Theye waflie mye foule awole, 
And almoft moke nee wyfhe foir lyfe, 

Wythe thee iweete dame, to ftaie, 

*Tys butt a joujnie I flmlle goe 

Untoe the land of blyffe ; 
Nowe, as a proofe of hnibandc'i love. 

Receive thys hoiie kyfle. 

Thenne Florence, fsirft'ring ynnc herr fide, 
Tremblynge thefe wordyes fpoke, 

Ah, crude Edwarde ! bloudie kynge I 
Mye herte ys Welle ni^h broke : 

Ah, fweete fyrr Charles 1 why* writ thra goe, 

Wythoute thye lovymge wyfe? 
The crnelle axe thatt cuttes thye necke, 

Ytte eke fhalle ende mye lyre. 

And nowe the officers came ynne 

To brynge fyrr Charlet awaie, 
Whoe turnedd toe hys lovynge wyfc. 

And thus toe her dydd faie : 

I goe to lyfe, and not* to dethe : 

Trufte thou ynne Godde above. 
And teache thy founts to feare the Lord*, 

And ynne thevre hertes hymm love. 
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Teache dieinni to ruliue the nobile race 

Thatt I theyre fadejr rnnne : 
Florence I dydd dethe thee take— Adieu ! 

Yee officerrgj leade crane. 

Thenne Florence ravM as anie madde. 

And dydd her treffea teer ; 
Oh ! ftaie, mye Aafbande ! lorde ! and lyfe ! 

Syrr Charles thenne dropt a tearc. 

Tyll tyredd onte wythe ravynge loud, 

Shee fallenn onne the (loom ; 
Syrr Charles exertedd alle hys myghte. 

And march'de fiomme onte the doore. 

Uponne a Hedde hee moontedd thenne, 
Wythe lookes folic brave 2nd fwete ; 

Lookes that enjhone ne moe concern 
1'hanne anie ynne the ftrete. 

Before hymm went the cocncille .menne, 

Ynne fcarlett robes and golde, 
And taffila fpanglynge ynne the fnnne, 

Mnche glorious to beholde : 

The fre'rs of Seinfte Angufiyne next 

Appcarcdd to the fyghte, 
Alle cladd ynne homelie ruffett weedci, 

Of godlie monkyfli plyghte : 
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Tnne diffraunt partes a god lie p&uu 
Moifce fwectlie theye dydd cbannte ; 

Behynde they re backes fyx mynitrelles came, 
Whof tun'd the ftrunge bauunte ; 

Thenne five^d-twentye archem came ; 

Echone the b owe dydd bende, 
Ffortua refepe of kynge Henrie's friend* 

Syrr Charles forr to defead. 

Solde as a lyon came Syrr Charles. 

Drawne onne a clothe- lay de fleddc. 
Bye two black ftedes ynne trappynges white, 

Wythe plumes uponne they re hedde : 

Behynde hymm, five-and-twenty tnoe 

Of archem ftronge and iloute, 
Wythe beodedd bowe echone ynne hands,, 

Marchedd ynne goodlie route : 

ScinAe James's freers marchedd next, 
Echone hys parte dydd chaunte ; 

Behynde theyre backes fix myaltrelles came* 
Whoe tun'd the itrunge batannte ; 

Thenne came the mabr and eldermenne, 

Ynne clothe of fcarlett deckt j 
And theyre attending menne echone. 

Like Eafterne princes trickt; 
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And afterr tKemm a maftitod* 

OF citizenns dydd tftfonge ; 
The wyndowes were alle fuHe of htddes, 

At he did pafle alongc. 

And whenne hee came to the hyghe croft, 
Syrr Charles dydd tnm and faie, 

O thou, thatt faveft marine fromme fynoe, 
Walhe mye foule oleaH thys date ! 

Att the greate mynfterr windbwe fatte < 

The kynge ynne myefele ftate, 
To fee Charles Bawdin goe atbnge 

To hys moft weicomme fate. 

Soone as the fledde drew nyghe enowe, 
Thatt Edwarde hee myghte heare. 

The brave Syrr Charles hee dydd ftande tippe. 
And thus hys wordes declare : 

Thou feert mee, Xdwarde ! traytorr vyle ! 

Expos'd to infamie ; 
Bntt bee s.Skr'A d4floyalIe manne ! 

I'mm greaterr aowe thanne thee. 

Bye fonle proceedyngs, mnrdre, Weude, 

Thou weareft nowe a crowne ; 
And haft appoyntedd mee to dye. 

Bye powerr not thye ownc. 
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Thou thynkeft I ihaile dye to-daie ; 

I have beetle dede tyll nowe. 
And (bone fhallc lyve to weare fbrr aie 

A crowne uponne jnjte brow* : 

Whylft thou, perhapps, 6rr famine few years 

Shallt rule thys fickle lande. 
To Iett themm knowe howe wyde the mle 

"Twixt kynge and tyrant haade : 

Thye pow'rr uiijnft, than traytcrr flave 1 
Shalle falle onne thye owae hedde— 

Fiomni out the hearyng of the kyage 
Qepartedd thenne the flcdde. 

Kynge Edwarde's (bale rufii'dd to hyc face, 

Hce torn'dd hys hedde awaie. 
And to hys broderr Glouce iter 

Hee thus dydd fpceke and (ait : 

To hymm t&at foe-much -dreadedd detie 
Ne ghaAlie feares canne brynge ! 

Beholde the manne ! hee fpoke the truthe, 
Hee's greaterr thanne a kynge 1 

See lett hymm die ! duke Richard faydc j 

And maye echone oure foes 
Bende downe theyre neckes Co blomdie axe. 

And feede the caryonn crowes. 
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And nowe the hories gentile drewe 
Syi i- Charles uppe the hyghe hylle • 

The axe dydd glynerr ynne the funnc, 
Hys pretious bloude to fpylle. 

Syrr Charles dydd uppe the icanold goe. 

As uppe a gilded carre 
Of vidorye, bye val'rotw chief*. 

Gayn'd ynne the bloudie warre : 

And to the people hee dydd faie, 

Beholde you fee mee dye. 
For fervynge loyallye mye kynge, 

Mye kynge moft'ryghtfullie. 

As longe as Edwarde rules thys lande, 

Ne quiet you wylle knowe ; 
Youre Tonnes and hufbandes fhalle bee flayne. 

And brookes wythe bloude fhalle flows. 

You leave youre goode and lawfullc kynge, 

Whenne ynne adverfitye ; 
Lyke mee untoe the true canfe ftycke. 

And tor the true caufe dye. 

Thcnn hee, wythe preelies, iiponne hyj kneei, 

A pray'rr to Godde dydd make, 
Befeechynge hymra unto himfclie 

Hys partynge foule to take. 
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Thenne kneelynge downe, hee layd hys hedde, 

Moll feemlie onne the blocke ; 
Whyche fromme bys bodie fayre at once 

The able heddes-manne ftrofce : 

And oute the blonde beganne to flowe, 
. And rounde the fcaffblde twyne ; 
And t cares enow to waihe *t awaie, 
Dydd flows fromme each manne's eyne. 

The blondie axe hys bodye fayre 

Vnnto foure parties eutte ; 
And ev*rye parte, and eke hys hedde, 

Uponne a pole was patte. 

One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwulph-Hylle, 

One onne the mynfterr-towerr. 
And one fromme off the cattle-gate 

The crowenn dydd devoure : 

The other onne SeynCte Powle's goode gate, 

A dreery fpeCUde ; 
Hys hedde was plac'd onne the hyghe crone, 

Ynne hyghe ftreete moft nobile. 

Thus was the ende of Baw din's fate : 

Godde profperr long* oure kynge, 
Andgranteheemaye, wythe Bawdin's foule, 

Ynne Heav'nne Godde's mercie fynge 1 

Vol. y, C II. 
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The moft cruel murther of Edward V. and hia 
brother die duke of York, in the Tower, by their 
uncle the duke of Gloceller. 

WHEN God had ta*en away true wifdom's king, 
Edward the IVth, whofe fame (hall always ring; 
Whiclj reigned had full two and twenty yeari. 
And ruled well amongft his noble peers. 

When as he dyM, two fons he left behind. 
The prince oT Wales, and duke of York moll kind : 
The prince the eldeft bnt eleven years oW ; 
The duke more young, as chronicles have told. 

The dead king's brother, duke of Glocefter, 
Was chofen for the prince his protector; 
Who ftraitway plotted how to get the crown. 
And pull his brother Edward's children down. 

Edward the fifth the prince was call'd by name. 
Who by fucceffion did that title gain : 
A prudent prince, whofe wifdom did excel 
Which made his uncles' heart with hatred fwell. 
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Then did the duke ufe all the means he might. 
By damn'd devices for to work their fpite ; 
At length the devil put it in his head. 
How all his plots Jhould be accomplished. 

With fugar'd words, which had a poifon'd fling, 
He did entice the duke and the young king, 
For fafety's fake to lodge them in the Tower ; 
A ftrong defence, and London's chiefdl flower. 

With fair-fpake fpeeches and bewitching charms. 
He told them 'twould fecure them from all harms : 
Thus by fair words, yet cruel treachery. 
He won their hearts within the Tower to lie. 

Great entertainment he thefe princes gave. 
And caus'd the Tower to be furnilh'd brave; 
With fumptous chear he ftafted them that day : 
Thus fubtle wolves with harmlefs lambs do play. 

With mufkk fweet he fill'd their princely ean", 
And to their face a fmiling count'nance bears ; 
But his fo«l heart with mifchief was poffefs'd, 
And treach'rous thoughts were always in his breaft. 

When as bright Phcebus had poffefs'd the weife 
And that the time was come for all to reft • 
The duke of Glo'fter the two princes led * 
Into a fumptaoug chamber to their bed. 

c * When 
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When thefe Tweet children thus were laid in bed. 
And to the Lord their hearty prayers had faid ; 
Sweet flnmb'ring llcep then doling up their eyes, 
Each folded in the other's arms there lies. 

The bloody uncle of thefe children fweet, 
Unto a knight to break his mind thought meet ; 
One Sir James Tyrrill, which did think it beft. 
For to agree unto his vile requeif. 

Sir James, he faid, my refolution *s this. 
And for to do the fame you mull not mifs : 
This night fee that the king be murthered, 
With the young duke, as they do lie in bed : 

So when thefe branches I have hewed down. 
There is none left to keep me from the crown : 
My brother, duke of Clarence, he was found 
I' th' Tower, within a butt of Malmfey drown'd : 

It was my plot that he Ihonld drowned be, 
'Canfe none Ihonld claim the crown but only me : 
And when thefe children thou haft murthered, 
I '11 wear that diadem upon my head. 

And know, thou Tyrrill, when that I am king, 
I 'II raife thy ftate, and honours to thee bring, 
Then be refolv'd, and be not thou afraid. 
My lord, I '11 do it, bloody Tyrrill faid. 
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He got two villains for to aft this part, 
Difguifed murtherers, each a hell-bred heart; 
The one Miles Foreft, which their keeper was. 
The other John Dighton, mailer of his horfe. 

At midnight then, when all things they were hufh'd, 
Thefe bloody Haves into the chamber rufh'd ; 
And to the bed full foftly they did creep, 
Where thefe fweet princes lay full fall afleep : 

Who prefently did wrap them in the clothes. 
And ftopp'd their harmlefs breath with the pillows ; " 
Vet did they &nve and ftruggle what they might. 
Until the Haves had (tilled both them quite. 

When as the mnrth'rerg faw that they were dead. 
They took their bodies forth the fatal bed ; 
And then they bury'd thefe fame little ones. 
At the ft air- feet, under a heap of flones. 

Bat mark how God did fcourge them for this deed, 
As in the chronicles you there may read ; 
Blood deferves blood, for fo the Lord hath faid ; 

And at the length their blood was truly paid. 

For when their uncle he had reign'd two years. 
He fell at variance then amongft his peers ; 
In Lei'fterlhire, at Bofworth he was (lain. 
By Richmond'! earl, as he did rightly gain, 

C 3 In 
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h\ ftow« he was hewed by his foes ; 
Thwt Rlthard crook-back ended life with woes; 
Thty lUipp'd him then, and dragg'd him up and down, 
Aud m\ ftout Richmond's head they put the crown. 

The bloody murtherer, Sir James Tyrrill, 
Fwr treafon loft his head on Tower-hill j 
And to Miles Foreft fell no worfe a lot ; 
Alive in pieces he away did rot. 

And John Dighton, the other bloody fiend. 
No man could tell how he came to his end. 
Thus God did pay thefe murth'rers for their hire j 
And hell-bred Pluto plagues them now with fire. 



III. 

The life and death of the great D uke of B uckingham, 
who came loan untimely end, for conferring to tho 
depofing of the two gallant young princes, king Ed* 
ward the fourth's children. 

A Tale of grief I muft unfold, 
A tale that never yet was told, 
A tale that might to pity move. 
The fpirita below, the faints above. 
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When wars did plague this maiden land, 
Great Buckingham in grace did Hand j 
With kings and queens he ruled To, 
When he faid Ay, none durft fay No. 

Great Gloucester's duke that wiifh'd the throne 
With blood of kings to make 't his own, 
By Henry Stafford's help' obtain 'd 
What reafon will'd to be reirain'd. 

If any noble of this land, 
Againft great Gloncefter's sun did ftand, 
Old Buckingham with might and power, 
In grievous woes did him devour. 

He liop'd when Richard was made king, 
He would much greater honours bring 
To Buckingham and to his name, 
And well reward him for the fame. 

In Clarence death he had a hand, 

And 'gainft king Edward's queen did ftand. 

And to her fons bore little love. 

When he as baftards would them prove. 

King Edward (were him by his oath. 
In true allegiance to them both, 
Which if I fail, I wSfh, quoth he. 
All Chriftians curie may light on me. 

c 4 
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It lb fell oat on All Souls day. 
By law his life was ta'en away : 
He had his wifh, though not his will. 
For treafon's end is always ill. 

In London having pleaded claim, 
And Richard thereby won the game. 
He challeng'd honour for his gain, 
But was rewarded with difdain. 

On which difgrace within few hours. 
Great Buckingham had rais'd his powers : 
But all in vain, the king was ftrong, 
And Stafford needs rnufi fuffer wrong. 

His army fail'd, and durft not fluid, 
Upon a traytor's falfe command. 
Being thus deceiv'd, old Stafford fled. 
And knew not where to hide his head. 

The king with fpeed to -have him found, 
Did offer full ten thoufand pound : 
Thus Richard fought to call him down, 
Whofc wit did win him England's crown. 

The plain old duke his life to lave, 
Of his own man did fuccour crave ; 
In hope that he would him relieve. 
That late much land to him did give. 
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Bafe Banifter this man was nam'd, 
By this vile deed for ever fliam'd : 
It is, quoth He, a common thing, 
To injure him who wrong'd his king. 

King Edward's children he betray'd, 
The like 'gainft him I well have plaid: 
Being true, my heart him greatly grac'd. 
But proving falfe that love is pall. 

" Thus Banifter his m after fold 
Unto his foe for hire of gold ; 
But mark his end, and rightly fee, 
The juft reward of treachery. 

The duke by law did lofe his head. 
For him he fought to do molt good; 
The man that wrought his matter's woe. 
By lingring grief was brought full low. 

For when the king did hear him fpeak, 
How baiely be the duke did take, 
Jnftead of gold gave him diigrace. 
With bariiCiment from town to place. 

Thus Banifter was forc'd to beg, 
And crave for food with cap and leg. 
But none on him would bread heftow. 
That to his mailer prov'd a foe. 
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Thus wandring in this poor elUte, 
Repenting Ms mifdeed* too late, ' 
Till ftarved he gave up his breath. 
By no man pitied at his death. 

To wofiil end his children came. 
Sore pnnim'd for their father's Jhame : 
Within a channel one was drown'd, 
Where water fcarce could hide the ground. 

Another by the powers divine. 
Was Jtrangely eaten up of fwine : 
The laft a woful ending makes, 
By itrangling. in an empty jakes. 

Let traytors thus behold and fee. 
And fuch as falfe to mailers be : 
Let dif obedient fons draw near, 
The judgments well may touch them near. 

Both old and young that lire not well. 
Look to be plagu'd from heaven or hell j 
So have you heard the ftory then 
Of this great duke of Buckingham, 
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IV. 

A Cong of the life and death of king Richard HI, who, 
after many mnrthers by him committed upon the 
princes and nobles of this land, was flain at the 
battle of'Bofwonh, ia Leiceiterihire, by Henry VII. 
king of England. 

IN England once there reign'd a king, 
A tyrant fierce and fell, 
Who for to gain himfelf a crown, 

Gave lure his foul to hell : 
Third Richard was this tyrant's name, 

The worft of all the three ; 
That wrought fuch deeds of deadly dole. 
That worfer could not be. 

For bis defires were Mil (by blood) 

To be made England's king, 
Which he to gain that golden prize. 

Did many a wondrous thing : 
He flaughter'd up our noble peers. 

And chiefeft in this land, 
With every one that likely was 

His title to withftand. 
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Four bloody fields the tyrant fought. 

Ere he could bring to pafs 
What he made lawlefs claim unto, 

As his bed liking was : 
Sixth Henry's princely fon he-flew. 

Before his father's face, 
And weeded from our Englifh throne. 

All his renowned race. 

This king likewife in London tower, 

He mnrthering made away : 
His brother duke of Clarence life. 

He alfo did betray. 
With thofe right noble princes twain, 

King Edward's children dear, 
Becaufe to England's royal crown 

He thoughtVfcn both too near. 

His own dear wife alfo he flew, 

Inceiluoufly to wed . 
His own dear daughter, which for fear 

Away from him was fled : 
And made Aich havock in this land. 

Of all the royal blood, 
That only one was left unflain. 

To have his claims withftood. 
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Earl Richmond he by heaven preferv'd. 

To right-hja country's wrong. 
From France prepar'd full well to fight, 

Brought o'er an army ftrong : 
To whom lord Stanley nobly came. 

With many an Englilh peer, 
And join'd their forces all in one, 

Earl Richmond's heart to chear. 

Which news when as the tyrant heard. 

How they were come on ihore. 
And how his forces day by day, 

Increafed more and more : 
He frets, he fumes, and ragingly 

A madding fury (hows. 
And thought it but in vain to flay, 

And fo to battel goes. 

Earl Richmond he in order brave. 

His ftarlefs army led. 
In midft of whom thefe noble words. 

Their valiant leader laid, 
Now is the time and place, fweet friends, 

And we the foldiers be, 
That muft bring England's peace again. 

Or lofe oar lives mull we. 
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Be valiant then, we fight for fame, 

Ai)d for our country's good, 
Againil a tyrant raaik'd with fhame. 

For fhedding Englifh blood : 
I am right heir of Lancaster, 

Enrftl'd to the crown, 
Againft this bloody • boar of York, 

Then let us win renown. 

Mean while had furious Richard fet 

His army in array. 
And with a ghaftly look of fear, 

Defparingly did fay. 
Shall Henry Richmond with his troop* 

O'er match us thus by might. 
That comes with fearful cowardice. 

With us this day to fight ? 

Shall Tudor from Plantagenet 

Win thus the crown away ? 
Ko, Richard's noble mind foretels. 

That ours will be the day : 
For golden crowns we bravely fight. 

And gold (hall be their gain, 
In great abundance giv'n to them, 

That live this day unflain. 
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Thefe words being fpofce, the battels joia'd. 

Where blows they bravely change. 
And Richmond, like a lion bold. 

Performed wonders ftrange ; 
And made fuch daughter through the camp, 

Till he (ting Richard '/pies. 
Who fighting long together thert, 

At Ufl the tyrant dies. 

Thus ended England's wof'ul war, 

Ufurjiing Richard dead. 
King Henry fair Elizabeth + 

In princely fort did wed : 
For. he was then made England's king, 

And me is crowned qaeen : 
So 'twixt thefe houfes long at ftrife, 

A unity was feen. 
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The Union of the Red Rofc and the White, by a mar- 
riage between king Henry VII. and a daughter of 
Edward IV. 

WHEN York and Lancafier made war 
Within this famous land, 
The lives of England's noble peers 

Did much in danger Hand. 
Seven Englilh kings in bloody fields. 

For England's crown did fight j 
Of which their heirs were all but twain) 
Of life bereaved quite. 

Then thirty thoufand Englishmen 

Were in one battel flain ; 
Yet could not all this Englifli blood 

A fettled peace obtain. 
Fathers unkind their children kill'd, 

And fons their fathers flew ; 
Yea, kindred fought againft their kind, 

And not each other knew. 
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At laft, by Henry*! lawful claim. 

The wafting war« had end : 
For England'* peace he foon reftor'd. 

And did the fame defend. 
For tyrant Richard, nam'd the third. 

The breeder of this woe. 
By him was flain near Lekefter town. 

As chroniclea do (how. 

All feats of war he thus exil'd. 

Which joy'd each Englishman ; 
And days of long-denYd peace 

Within the land began. 
He rul'd this kingdom by true love. 

To chear Ms fubjefb lives : 
For every one had daily joy 

And comfort of their wives. 



KJng Henry had fuch princely care 

Oar further peace to frame, 
Took fair Elizabeth to wife, 

That gallant Yorkifh dame : 
Fourth Edward's daughter, blefi'd of God, 

To 'fcape king Richard's fpite, : 
Was thus made England's peerlcfs queea. 

And Henry's heart's delight. 
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And Lancailer the firft, 
With York** right heir a true Ipife'a knp^ 

Did link and tye full fa&. 
Renowned York (he wh£p> jofc gavf. 

Brave Lancafter the red : 
By wedlock now conjoined to g^ow 

Both, in one princely bed. t 

Thefe rofes fprang and budded fair, 

And earry'd fuch a grace.. 
That kings of England in their arms 

Airbrd them worthy place. ' 
And flourifli may thofe rofes long. 

That all the world may tell, 
How owners of thefe princely flow'ra 

In virtues did excel. 

To glorify thefe roles more. 

King Henry and his queen 
Firft plac'd their pictures in wrongnt goidV 

Moft gorgeous to be feen. 
The king's own guard now wear the lame 

Upon their back and breaft ; 
Where love and loyalty remain. 

And evermore fhsItxehV 
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The red rofe on the Back is plae'd, 

Thereon a crown of gold : 
The white rofe on the fcretft is tmm> 

And coftly to behoht. 

Bedeck'd moll rich with (river ftdds. 

On coat of fcarlet red ; 
A blofhing hue, which Englatfif a fame 

Now many a year hath bred. 

Thus Tudor and PlantagenM 

Thefe honours firft devi»*d f 
To welcome long-defoed peace, 

With us fo highly priz'd. 
A peace that now mawtaitttf k, 

By James our royal king : 
For peace brings plenty to the land. 

With ev'ry blefled thing. 

To fpeak again of Henry's purifey 

His princely lib'ral hand ■ • 

Gave gifts and graces muty ways 

Unto this famous land i 
For which the Lord him Meaaaga fcnt, 

And multiplied his ftoro ( 
In that he, left more weafafc nVirs 

Than any king before. 
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For firft lib fweet and lovely queen, 

A joy above the reft. 
Brought him both font and daughters Mr, 

To make his kingdom blefs'd. 
The royal blood that was at ebb. 

So increas'd by his queen, 
That England's heks unto this day 

Do flourilb fair and green. 



The firft fair bleffing of his feed 

Was Arthur prince of Wales, 
Whofe virtue to the SpaniJh court 

Quito o'er the ocean fails. 
There Ferdinand, the king of Spain, 

His daughter Katherine gave 
For wife unto the J^ngliih prince ; 

A thing that God would have. 

Yet Arthur in his lofty youth. 

And blooming time of age. 
Submitted meekly his fweet life 

To death's impartial rage ; 
Who dying fo, no iffue left. 

The fweet of nature's joy, 
Which compafs'd England round with grief. 

And Spain with fad annoy* 



King 
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King Henry's fetond comfort prov'd 

A Henry of his name ; 
In following times eighth Henry call'J, 

A king of noble fame. 
He conquer'd Bulloign with his fword. 

With many towns in France : 
With manly mind and fortitude, 

Did England's fame advance. 

He popifb abbeys firft fupprefs'd. 

And papiftry pull'd down ; 
And bound their lands by parliament 

Unto his royal crown. 
He had three children' by three wives. 

And princes reigning here ; 
Edward, Mary, and Elizabeth 

A queen belov'd moft dear. 

Theft three fweet branches bear no fruit, 

God no fuch joy did fend ; 
Thro' which the kirigly Tudor's name 

In England here had end. 
The laft Plantagenet that liv'd 

Was nam'd Elizabeth i 
Elizabeth laft Tudor was, 

The greateft queen on earth. 
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Seventh Henry yet wa une again, 

Whofe grace gave free confent 
To have his daughters marry' J. both 

To kings of high defcent : 
Marg'ret, the eldeft of the twain. 

Was made great Scotland's <j»«oa | 
As wife, u fair, as virtuous. 

As e'er was lady feen. 

From which fair qneen, our royal king 

Does lineally defcend; 
And rightfully eajay* that crown. 

Which God does Mil befriend. 
For Tudor and Planugenet, 

By yielding onto death. 
Have made renowned SUHtt'a ume 

The gre&teft upon earth. 

His youngeft damghtet, W^ry cii\'4 t 

As princely in degree. 
Was by her father worthy thought 

The queen of France to be : 
And after to the Suffolk ivkc 

Was made a noble wife, 
When in the famous Englifh court 

She led a virtuous life. 



King 
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Rejoic'd to fee the day; ' ' ' ' 

To have their children t&t» atfrairc** 

With honours every way. ■■'' 

Which purchas'd pleafuM and content. 

With many years delight ; 
Till fad mischance, By cruel death, 

Procur'd them both a (pit*. ' ' ' 

. The queen, that fair and pnnce% dante 1 . 

That mother meek and mild. 
To add more ntUnb&f'to her' joy. 

Again grew big with child : 
All which brought cotnfbrt to he* king/ ' 

Againft which careful hc-ifr, 
He lodg'd his dear kind-hearted queen 

In London's ftately flswtr. 

That tow'r that was fo fatal once 

To princes of degree, 
Prov'd fatal to this noble queen, 

For therein died (he. 
In childbed loll (he her fweet life, 

Her life efteera'd fo dearj 
Which had been England's loving queen 

Full many a happy year. 
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The king herewith poflefs'd with grief, 

Spent many months in moan j 
And daily figh'd and bid, that. he, 

Like her, could find out none ; 
Nor none could he in fancy chufe 

To make his wedded wife ; 
Wherefore a widow'r would remain 

The remnant of his life. 

His after-days he fpent in peace 

And quietnefa of mind 1 
Like king and queen, as thefe two were, 

The world can hardly find. ' 
Our king and queen, yet like to them 

In virtue and true love, 
Have heav*nly bjcffings in like fort, . 

From heav'nly pow'rs above. 



Google 



OLD BALLADS. 



VI. 

The flory of 111 May-day, in the time of ting Henry 
VIII. and why it was lb called ; and how queen Ca- 
therine begged the lives of two thoufand tendon ap- 
prentice.!. 



The following fong it founded upon a faff ; twr hat the 
writer taint matt/ liberties in altering it, having only-mag-. 
tiified and illujir atcd the fiery \ The thing happened en the 
May-tve, cf the year 1517, the eighth of Hmtry VUltb't 
reign. Numbers of foreigners -were at that time Jellied i* 
England, with f articular privilege! ; and our author eh- 
Jervet, ran away with the greattfl part of the trade, kubiljk 
frueral of the native) wanted. Exafperaied at this, fede- 
ral 'were far encouraging a tumult, int particularly m 
Lincolne, a broker, •who hired a certain preacher, called 
Or. Bell, IB inflame the people by his /trades. The cotrt 
pereeiv'd vibat the citizens 'would fain he at, butts pre- 
vent them, an order •waifent by the king and bit privy- 
council If the lord-mayor and aldermen, that they required. 
every heufekeeper, under vtryfevere ftnaltiei, to take cart 
that all hit fcrvstntt and his whole family fhould be wilh- 
in-doors by nine at night ; and this the magiftratet •were In 
Jie punctually performed. This order <was for feme timtvery 
•well obferved, but fill they •wanted only an opportunity of 
rijtng, which an accident gave them. Two apprentices 
playing in the fireets about eleven o-cloci en the May-eve, tbt 
alderman of the ward came to arrtft them ; but they think- 
ing they bad note privilege on that night than any ether. 
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Seganta call out te their ftllowt for-affiflanre, and fo many 
tame running But of doors from the ntighbourhood, that the 
alderman was forced to fly. Encouraged by this, and feting 
their numbers increafe as the rumour of their Being upfprtod, 
they hafimed to the prifons, 'where fame had hern committed 
for abuflng grangers, and thefe they fcrft delivered. The 
lord-mayor and JberiJ/s, and fir Thomas Moore, •who had 
been their recorder, and •was •very much beloiied by them, 
could not -with all tbtir ptrfuaftans reflrainithem, and font 
they had not fujficicnt to eppofe them; but fariaufy rujh- 
Ing an to the houft of a vety rich > fdreigHef, -whom, at 
hi iiwi a great trader, thry particular^ hand, tlJty hrvie 
epen his doors, killed every one they met with thtn. r Mud 
rifled all the goods ; and in other places they committed di- 
•ves other outrages. At length the news of this diforder 
reacted the ears of the earls of Shrewfiuryomd Snrriy. : they 
rife, and toting nuiththtm ail till inwt-ef-etktt mht, they 
tieared the firms of tbi rietert, mad foot nmmbert 6f thiol 
frifontrt. Shtrtly dffof, the duke if JftrfuM, and tie tori 
tf Surrey, isith i $00 Jo/dim, cnmiixto the titp, andj&n-- 
ing the lord-mayor and aldermen, prwefded agaivfl* fbt »t» 
minalt. T<wo hundred a*d 'Jevtitty 'tight tuert found gttfiy, 
hut -whether through the interctflhn of eneen Catherine, or 
through te mrreifnl difpofltien- of king Mtnry, not above 
twelve or fifteen jijbrtdi Limatne, with thHe or ffatf 
mtort of the mofl gaiUy, were hanged, drawn ami yndr* 
ttrtd; about ten morewert banged on gibbet i itttbr firettt? 
and the lord-major, aldermen and recorder app faring ex fit 
behalf of the rtfl at attrt, they teeihotda check, at iffimt 
ef the magifiracy had connivtd at the riot ; and tht rtfl of 
the criminals were ordered to appear before tht king at VPtfi- 
minfier in -white Jhrrts, and bakers about their nttis j and 
with them mixed a great number- of ptefk, who totrt not 
before fifptiled, that they might be entitltd te a pardon ; 
•which the tint; having granted, ht alfo ordered the gibbet* 
tuhirh had been ereettd, tt bt taken dtrtvn; and the citizens 
<a/ere again reflated tv favour • 
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PERUSE the items of this land, 
And with *d*ifen««t nuk thfl fam% 
And you (hall juftly underfttnd 

How 111 May-day fcrft got the nwnr. 
For when king Henry ill' eighth did reign , ■ 

And rul'd our famons kingdom hen. 
His royal queen he had from Spoilt, 
With whom he liv'd foil many a. ycac. 

Qaeen Catherine nam'd, as ftories tell. 

Sometime his elder brother's wiie : 
By which unlawful marriage fell 

An end left trouble during life : 
But fuch kind love he (Ull conceiv'd, 

Of his fair queen, and of her fiiendt. 
Which being by Spain and France pejceiT'd, 

Their journeys fafl for England bends. 

And with good leave were filtered 

Within our kingdom, here to flay : 
Which multitude made vi&oale dear. 

And all things elfe from day te day: 
For (hangers then did fo increafe, 

By reaibn of king Henry'a qoeei. 
And privileg'd in many a place 

To dwell, as was in London ferat. 
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Poor tradefmen had fmialf dealing then. 

And who but ftfttngers bore the bell I 
Which was a grief to Engliihtnen, 

To fee them here in London dwell : 
Wherefore (God wot) upon May-eve, 

As prentices on Maying Went, 
Who made the magiftratet believe. 

At all to have no other intent. 

But inch a May-game it was known, 

.As like in London never were; 
For by the fame full many a one, 

With lofs of life did pay fall dear : 
for thou finds came with Bilbo blade, 

As with an -army they could meet, 
And fuch a. bloody /laughter made 

Of foreign ftrangers in the flreet, 

That all the channels ran down with blood, 

In every ftreet where they remain'd ; 
Yea, every one in danger- flood. 

That any of their part maintain 'd ; 
The rich, the poor, the old, the young. 

Beyond the feas tho' born and bred. 
By prentices they fuJFer'd wrong. 

When armed thus they gather'd head. 
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Such multitudes together went. 

No warlike troops could them withiland, 
Nor yet by policy them prevent, 

What they by force thus took in hand i 
Till at the laft king Henry's power, 

This multitude encompafs'd round, 
Where with the ftrcngtk of London's tower. 

Tiny were by force fuppre&'d and bound. 

A»d hundreds hang'd by martial law. 

On fign-poft* at their maters doors, 
By which the reft were kept in awe, 

And frighted from fuch loud uproars : 
And others which the faft repented, 

(Two thoufand prentices at leaft) 
Were all unto the king prefented, 

As mayor and magiftrates thought bell, 

With two and two together tied. 

Through. Temple-bar and Strand they go. 
To Weftminfter there to be tried. 

With ropes about their necks- alfo : . 
But fuch a cry in every ftrcet, 

Till then was never heard or known. 
By mothers for their children fweet. 

Unhappily thus overthrown. 
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Whole bitter moans and iad IsneMr ' 

Poflefs'd tfce court with tronUing fear a 
Whereat the queen herfeif relents, 

Tho* it concern'd her country dear : 
What if (quoth ftie) by Spanifh Mood, 

Have London's ftstefy ftreets been wet. 
Yet will I feek thit eoantry'a g»od, 

And panda* far thefe yeoog men- gat. 

Or die the world-will fpeak of me, 

And fay queen Catharine was unkind. 
And judge me ilill rhc caufe to be, 

Thefe young men did thefe fort one t find : 
And fo difrob'd from rich atom, 

With hairs hang'd down, Ota faddy hies. 
And of her gracious lord requires 

A boon, which hardly he demies. 

The lives (quoth flic) of all the bloom* 

Yet budding green, theft yoaths I crave j 
O let them not have tiinelefs tombs. 

For nature longer limits gam; 
In faying fo, the pearled tears 

Fell trickling from her princely eyes ; 
Whereat his gentle aueen he chears. 

And, fays, Stand up, fceetlady, ait. 
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The lives of them I freely give. 

No means this kindnefs Hull debar. 
Thou haft thy boon, and they may live. 

To ferve me in my Ballen war. 
No (boner was this pardon given. 

Bat peals of joy rung through the kali. 
As though it thonder'd down from heaven. 

The queen's zcnawn aaoagft tham all. 

For which (kind queen) with joyful heart, 

51m gave to them both thanks and pratfe. 
And fo from them dad gently part, 

And liv'd beloved all her days : 
And when king Henry flood in need 

Of trolly foldiers at command, 
Thefe prentices piov'd men indeed. 

And fear'd no force of warlike band. 



For at the nege of Tours in France, 

They Ihew'd themfelves brave Englilhmen ; 
At Bullen too they did advance, 

St. George's lufty ftandard then? 
Lei Tourinej Tournay, and thole towns 

Thu good king Henry nobly won. 
Tell London's prentices renowns, 

Ani«f their deeds by them there dene. 
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For III May-day, and ill May-games, 

Pctfoim'd in young and tender days. 
Can be no hindrance to their fames. 

Or fiains of manhood any ways ; 
Sot now it is ordain'd by law. 

We fee on May-day'i ere at night, 
To keep unruly youths in awe. 

By London's watch in armour bright* 

Still to prevent the like mifdeed. 

Which once through, headitrong young- men cane ; 
And that'i the caufe that I do read. 

May-day doth get fo ill a name* 



A Jong of an Engltfh knight, that married the royal 
priitceff, lady Mary, filter to king Henry VIII, 
which knight was afterwards made duke of Suffolk. 

Sir Charles Brandon, vifcount LtJU, theben efthefbl- 

InKiHg fe*r, was, fir feveral good fir-vicei Jane to king 

Btvy fill, treated duke cf Suffolk in the year 1514, 

mndu tutu thought at tbninu the ting conferred (hit honour 

MfOB 
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upon bim, bt intended bin afar greater, by giving bim bit 
fecond fifter tbi prineefi Mary in marriage j hutjuft at tbil 
timt Lewis XII. ofFranctfeeking the alliance of tie Enrliflf 
king, a match was made up between bim and the prineefi, to 
tbe great grief nf the duke; tubs, however, though he dearly 
loved her, had honour enough nrvirto uji tbt leaft means for 
preventing tbe marriage, tbinkingit fa very much tober ad- 
vantage. Tbt prineefi, •with a noble retinue, vias fttrt 
ever to France, where jke married Lewis on tbe gth of Oc- 
tober 1514; but that monarch did not long enjoy her, be 
dying At firft of January fallowing. Hisfucceffor Francis I. 
propeftd tbt euetn dowager's return into England, to vobich 
king Henry cenfented, after having made the heft condition! 
be could for bisfifter, and taken fecurity for tbt payment of 
her dowry. This done, fame of tbe Engliftr nobles tuert ap- 
pointed to go over into France to receive tbe queen, and con- 
duel her back ; amengft them loere tbt dukt of Suffolk, vaht, 
upon bit arrival, renewing bitfuit, and being already in 
ber good gracti, found it no difficult matter to gain bispointi 
andtilifely concluding, that king Henry might not fir readily 
csnftnt to bis marrying tbe dowager of France, at be •would 
have dene to bis marrying the prineefi his fifter, he would 
not delay his bappinefs, futt bad tbe marriage privately ce- 
lebrated before be left France. When tbe newt was brought 
to Henry, be feemed much dijfatisfied with it, and at firft 
kept Suffolk at adiftanee; but tbt king of France and others 
interceding in bis behalf , bt was very wt/l reconciled to bim, 
and tbe duke bad no fmull Jhare afterwards in tbe admini- 
firation of affairs. It-is remarkable, that neither this lady 
or her fifter bad any areat pride or ambition in them; for 
although they both, by tbe care of their friends, had been 
wedded to menarchs, we find that the eldeft fifter prineefi 
Margaret, after having buried her firft hujband, James F~. 
of Scotland, chafe one of her nobles far a fecond, and married 
Archibald Douglafs, earl of Angus. 

Vol.. II. E Eighth 



>,GoogIe 



5» OLD BALLADS, 

Eighth Henry ruling in this land. 
He had a filter fair. 
That was the widow' d queen of France, 

Enrich'd with virtues rare : 
And being come to, England's court, 

She oft beheld a knight, 
Charles Brandon nam'd, in whole fair eyes. 
She chiefly took delight. 



And noting in her princely mind, 

His gallant fweet behaviour. 
She daily drew him by degrees, 

Still more and more in favour : 
Which he perceiving, courteous knight, 

Found fitting time and place. 
And thus in amorous fort began. 

His love-fuit to her grace ; 

J am at love, fair queen, laid he. 

Sweet let yonr love incline. 
That by your grace Charles Brandon may 

On earth be made divine :. 
If worthlefs I might worthy be 

To have fo good a lot, 
To pleafe your highnefc in true love. 

My fancy doublet)) not. 
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Of if that gentry might convey 

So great a grace to rae, 
I can maintain the fame by birth. 

Being come of good degree. ■ 
If wealth you think be all my want, 

Your highnefs hath great ftore, 
And my fupplement (hall be love, 

What can yon wifh for more? 

It hath been known when hearty Wfi 

Did tie the true-love knot, 
Though now if gold and ft! vex want, 

The marriage proveth not. 
The goodly queen hereat did blirfh, 

But made a dumb reply ; 
Which he imagin'd what flie meant, 

And kifs'd her reverently. 

Brandon (quoth fhe) I greater am, 

Than would I were for thee, 
But can as little matter love. 

As them of low degree : 
My father was a king, and to 

A king my hulband was, 
My brother is the like, and he 

WM fay I do tranfgreft. 

E 2 Bat 
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But let Urn fay what pleafeth him. 

His liking I '11 forego. 
And chufe a love to pleafe myfelf, 

Though all the world fay no : 
If plowmen make their marriages. 

As beft contents their mind. 
Why would not princes of eftate 

The like contentment find I 

But tell me, Brandon, am I not 

More forward than befeems i 
Yet blame me not for love, I love 

Where beft my fancy deems. 
And long may live (quoth he) to love. 

Nor longer live may I, 
Than when I love your royal grace. 

And then difgraced die. 

But if I do deferve your love. 

My mind defires difpatch. 
For many are the eyes in court. 

That on your beauty watch ; 
But am not I, fweet lady, now 

More forward than behoves ? 
Yet for my heart, forgive my tongue. 

That fpeaki for him that loves. 
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The queen and this brave gentleman 

Together both did wed, 
And after fought their king's good-will. 

And of their wiihea fped : 
For Brandon loon was made a Juke, 

And graced fo in court. 
Then who but he did flaunt it forth 

Amongft the noblefl fort. 

And lb from princely Brandon's line, 

And Mary's did proceed 
The noble race of Suffolk's honfe. 

As after did fncceed : 
From whole high blood the lady Jane, 

Lord Guilford Dudley's wife. 
Came by defcent, who with her lord, 

In London loft her life. 



E 3 vm 
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The doleful death of queen Jane, wife to king Henry 
VIII. and the manner of prince Edward's being cut 
out of her womb. . 

One would think it altnoft impoffible that there jhottld b* 
thi leaf doubt among writers in any point //> modern at tht 

faa on lubicb this lallad U founded, and yet if we fearch 
cur biftorians, we JhaH hardly fnd any of them agreeing in 
theftory of queen Jane. We pall nut therefore pretend to 
advance any thing concerning the manner of her aealh, but 

flail quote the opinions of fame. of. our writers, thai tvtry 
»ne may be at liberty to judge for them/elves. 

Jnnt of Bslltn, Henry F filth's fiend queen, being ht- 
btaded in the tower for adultery, ting Henry was marrytd 
the -very next day to lady Jane ; who, en the 1 2th of Gat- 
her ( according to the opinion of a vaft majority J wai deli- 
vered of a fin at Hampton-court. But net witbfianding this, 
Sir John Haywardajfirts, that prince Edward wAi not born 
until the 1 ftb i and adds, " Jill reports do conftantly run, 
*' that be was not by natural pfljfagc dcli-vered into the world, 
" hut that bis mother's belly was opened fer his birth ; and 
" that fie died of the inctfion the fourth day following." 
Echard, in bis binary of England, is of a very dij/erent 
Opinion ; where teliing of prince Edward?! birth, he tells us 



■' That the joy cf it was much allayed by the departure of the 
" admirable queen, who, contrary to the opinion <f m 
'■' writers, died twelve days after the birth of this pri. 



■* having bun well delivered, and without any incifon 

y others 
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" others have malUhnJly reporttd." Lord Herbert ef Cher- 
bury, in bis bifiary of Henry Fill, aj/erts, " That the queen 
" died two days after her delivery ," And indeed ht has the 
authorities of Hotlingjbead and Stow to /upper! the affertion, 
Du Cbefne, u native of France, -who in his biftery ef Eng- 
land bos undertaken te clear up ibis paint, does but perplex 
ui the mare : talking of tbefe timet be gats an thus : '• La 
** reyne feanne efioit atari enceinte Ejf prifie a cufanter, snail 
a stand ce •vint an ternse de I'accauehement cite tut taut di 
taurment & de peine, n* ii lui faUut fendfe It cafii par 
leqnel antirafon fruit te deuxiente jour d" Oiiobri a Win- 

defare — ; Elft mound douxt jours apris et Jut enter ri 

au Chateau de Windfart." 



WHEN as king Henry rul'd this land. 
He had a queen I underftand ; 
Lord Seymour's daughter fair and bright. 
King Henry's comfort and delight : 
Yet death, by his remorfelefs pow'r. 
Did Waft the bloom of this Tweet Flow'r j 
O mourn, mourn, mourn, fair ladies; 
Jane your queen, the flower of England's da 

His former queen being wrapt in lead. 
This gallant dame poflefs'd his bed : 
Where rightly from her womb did fpring 
A joyful comfort to her king, 
A welcome bleuing to the land, 
Preferv'd by God's molt holy hand, 

O mourn, &c. 
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. The queen in travail, pained fore 
Full thirty woful days and more, 
And no ways could deliver'd be. 
As every lady wifliM to fee : 
Wherefore the king made greater moan. 
Than ever yet his grace had mown. 
O mourn, Sec. 

Then being fomething eas'd in mind. 
His eyes a flumb'rrng fleep did find j 
Where dreaming he had loft a rofe, 
But which he could not well fuppofe ; 
A (hip he had, a rofe by name ; 
Oh, no ! it was his royal jane, 

O mourn, &c. 

Being thus perplex'd with grief and care, 
A lady to him did repair, 
And faid, O king ! mow us thy will ; 
The queen's fweet life to fave or fpill. 
If fhe .cannot deliver'd be, 
Yet fave the flow'r, tho' not the tree. 

O mourn, .Sec. 

Then down upon his tender knee, 
For help from heaven prayed he. 
Mean while into a fleep they can: 
His queen, which evermore did laft : 
And op'ning then her tender womb. 
Alive they took this budding bloom. 

O mourn, Ik. 
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This babe fo born much comfort brought. 
And chearM his father's drooping thought : 
Prince Edward he was call'd by name. 
Graced with virtue, wit and fame ; 
And when his father left this earth. 
He rnl'd this land by lawful birth. 

O mourn. Sec. 

But mark the pow'rful will of heav'n ; 
We 'from this joy was foon bereav'n: 
Six years he reigned in this land. 
And then obeyed God's command. 
And left his crown to Mary here, 
Whofe live years reign coft England dear. 

O mourn. Sec, 

Elizabeth reign'd next to her, 
Fair Europe's pride, and England's Har ; 
The world's wonder ; for fuch a queen 
Under heaven was never feen : 
A maid, a faint, an angel bright. 
In whom all princes took delight. 

O mourn, mourn, mourn, fair ladies ; 
Elizabeth, the flower of England's dead. 
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A princely fang of the fix queens that were married to 
Henry VIII. king of England. 

WHEN England's fame did ring. 
Royally, royally, 
Of Henry the eighth our king, 

All the world over: 
Such deeds of majefly. 
Won he moll worthily, 
England to glorify. 

By the hand of fair heaven. 

His royal rather dead, 

Curioufly, eurioufly. 
Was he then wrapt in lead. 

As it appeareth: 
Such a tomb did he make. 
For his fweet father's fakej 
As the whole world may fpeafc 

Of his gallant glory. 

England'! 
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England's "brave monument, 
Sumptuoufly, fumptuonfly, 

Kings and queens gave content 
To have it there grac'd : 

Henry the eighth was he, 

Builded in gallantry. 

With golden bravery. 
In his rich chapel. 

And after did provide, ' 

Carefully, carefully. 
To chufe a princely bride. 

For his land's honour: 
His brother's widow ho 
Married molt lawfully. 
His loving wife to be 

Royal queen Catherine. 

Which queen he loved dear, 

Many a day, many a day. 
Full two-and- twenty year, 

Ere they were parted. 
From this renowned demtf, 
Mary his daughter came. 
Yet did his biihops frame 

To have her. divorced. 
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When as queen Catherine knew 
How the king, how the king, 

Frov'd in love moll untrue. 
Thus to forikke her; 

Good Lord 1 what bitter woe, 

Did this fair princefs Ihow, 

Unkindly thus to go 
From her fweet hulband. 

my kind fovereign dear, 

Said the queen, faid the queen. 
Full two-and-twenty year 

Have I been marry'd ; 
Sure it will break my heart. 
From thee now to depart, 

1 ne'er plaid wanton's part. 
Royal king Henry. 

All this availed nought, 
Wofol queen, woful queen, 

A divorce being wrought, 
She mud forfake htm: 

Never more in his bed 

Laid (he her princely head : 

Was e'er wife lb beftead. 
Like to queen Catherine/ 



Amongft 
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Amongft our Englishmen, 

Of renown, of renown. 
The earl of Wiltfhire then 

Had a virtuous fair daughter: 
A brave and princely dame, 
Anna Sullen by name, 
This virgin was by fame. 

Made wife to king Henry 

From this fame royal queen, 

Bleffedly, bleffedly, 
As it was known and fcen. 

Came our fwcet princefs 
England's Elizabeth, 
Faireft queen on the earth j 
Happy made by her birth. 

Was this brave kingdom. 

When Anna Bullen's place, ■ 

Of a queen, of a queen. 
Had been for three years fpace, 

More was her forrow : 
In the king's royal head 
Secret difpleafure bred, 
That coft the queen her head. 

In London's ilrong tower. 
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Then took lie to wife lady Jane, 

Lovingly, lovingly. 
That front the Seymours came. 

Nobly defended j 
But her love bought flie dear. 
She was but queen one year ; 
In child-bed fl»e dy'd we Jiear, 

Of royal king Edward, 

England then-uaderftand, 

Famoufly, famoufly. 
Prince* three of this land. 

Thus came from three queens; 
Catherine gave Mary birth, 
Anna Elizabeth, 
Jane, Edward by he- death j 

All crown'd in England. 

After thefe married he. 
All in fame, alt in fame, 

A dame of dignity. 
Fair Anne of Gleve : 

Her forrow foon was feen, 

Only fix months a queen, 

Graces but growing green, 
So quickly divorced. 



Yet 
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Yet tiv'd (he with grief to fee, 
Woful queen, wofnl queen ! 
Two more as well as flie. 

Married unto king Henry: 

To enjoy love's delights. 

On their fweet wedding-nights. 

Which were her proper rites. 

Mournful young princefs. 

Firft a fweet gallant dame, 

Nobly born, nobly born, 
Which had unto her name 

Fair Catherine Howard : 
But e'er two years were part, 
JJilliking grew fo fail, 
She loft her head at laft : 

Small time of glory ! 

After her Catherine Parre, 
Made he queen, made he queen. 

Late wife to Lord Latimer, 
Brave Englifti baron. 

This lady of renown, 

Deferved not a frown, 

Whilft Henry wore the crown . 
Of thrice famous England. 
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Six royal queens yon fee, 

Gallant dames, gallant damn, 

At command married he, 
Like a great monarch: 

Yet lives his famous name. 

Without (pot or defame; 

From royal icings he came, 
Whom all the wotld fear'd. 



Johnny Armltrang's lift good-night, fliewing how John 
Armftrong with his eight-fcore men fought a bloody 
battle with the Scotch king, at Edenborough. 



The hero: of the following ballad's habitation, <wat at 
no great di ft anit from the river Evife ; there he had a. 
firing body of men under his command, and all his neigh- 
bours, even the neareft Englijh, fiend in aiue of him, and 
paid him tribute. When Jams V. reigntd in Scotland, 
and Henry Vllhh. in England, the former, willing tofup. 
frefs alt robbers, levied a /mail army, marth'd out againft 
the banditti, and pitch' 'd his tents bard by the river Evife. 
At this John Armftrong became fenfibh of his danger, and 
ixculd •willingly haiie made his peace. Some of the iing'f 
officers finding him in this diffofition, fierttly ptrfuadtd him 
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to make his fubmij/ton ; adding, that they durfl ajuri bim ht 
•would bt kindly received. Armftreng followed their counfel, 
and •with fixty horfemen unarmed, haftened to the king, but 
imprudently forgot to pro-vide him/elf with paffes, andafafr- 
tonduS. Theft who had given him this advice, fenfible of 
bit error, lay in ambujh for, furprixed and took him, with 
bit fixty men, and carried them all to the king, pretending 
that they had made thtin prifontrs. Nor was he accufed of 
robbing only, but of having atfo formed a dtfign of deliver- 
ing up that part of the country to the Englijh ; and being 
condemned, he with fifty-four of his companions -was hanged, 
the other fix •mire referved at hojlages, to deter their fellows 

from being guilty of the Hie crime. Our poet poffibly thought, 
that the gallows itiat too lew a death for hit herot, and 
therefore rather chofe to let him die bravely fighting. ln- 

fiead of three, he gives bim a retinue of eight/core men, 
and lays the fcent in Edenburg ; and tbefe, 1 think', are tit 
enly material point) in which he differs from hiftory, 

IS there ever a man in all Scotland, - 
From the highelt eftate to the loweft degree. 
That can fliew himfelf before our king, 
Scotland is Co full of treachery } 

Yes, there is a man in Weftmoreland, 

And Johnny Armftrong they Jo him call. 

He has no lands or rents coming in. 

Yet he ke.eps' eight (core men within his hall. 

He has horfes and harnefs for them all. 
And goodly Heeds that be. milk-white, - 

With their goodly belts about their necks, 
With hats and feathers all alike. 

Vol. II. F The 
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The king he write* a- loving Utter, 

And with his own hand fo tenderly. 
And hath, tent it unto johnny Arraftrong, 

To come and fpeak with him fpeedily. 

When John he look'd this letter upon, 
H« look'd as blith as a bird is a tree, 

I was never before a king in my life. 
My father, my grandfather, nor none of us three". 

But feeing we mull go before the king. 

Lord we will go mod gallantly. 
Ye fltall every one have a velvet coat. 

Laid down with golden laces three. 

And every one fhall have a fcarlet cloak, 

Laid down with filver laces five. 
With your golden belts about your necks, 

With hats and feathers all alike. 

But when Johnny went from Giltnock-haU, 
The wind it blew hard, and full fait it did rain, 

Now fare thee well thou Gilt nock -hall, 
I fear I fhall never fee thee again. 

Now Johnny ht is to Edenborougk gone. 

With his eightfeore men fo gallantly. 
And every one of them on a milk-white iteed. 

With their bucklers and fwords hanging to their knee. 

But 
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But when John came the king before. 
With hi* eightfcore men fo gallant to fee. 

The king he movM his bonnet to him. 
He thought he had been a king at well aa k*. 

pardon, pardon, my fovereign liege, 
Pardon For my eightfcore men and me j 

For my name it is Johnny ArmftrODg, 

And fubjeft of your's, my liege, hid he. 

Away with thee, thou falfe traytor. 

No pardon wiH I grant to thee, ' 

But to-morrow morning by eight of the dock, 
I will hang up thy eight/core men and thee. 

Then Johnny took'd over his left moulder. 
And to his merry men thai faid he, 

1 have afe'd grace of a gracelefs face. 

No pardon there is for you and me. • • 

Then John pnll'd out his good broad fworJ, 

That was made of the mettle fo free. 
Had not the king mov'd his foot as he did, 

John had taken his head from his fair body. 

Come, follow me, my merry men all, 

"We will (corn one foot fcr to fly. 
It fhall never be faid we were hang*d like dogs. 

We will fight h out moft manfully. 

F a Then 
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Then they fought on like champions bold, ; 

For their hearts were Hardy, float and free, 
Till they had kill'd all the king's good guard j 

There were none left alive but one, two, or three. 

But then rofe up all Edenborough, y 

They rofe up by thonlands three, 
A cowardly Scot came John behind. 

And run him through the fair body. 

Said John, fight on my merry men all, 
I am a little wounded, but am not flab, 

I will lay me down and bleed a-whjle* ; 

Then 1 11 rife and fight again. 

Then they fonght on like mad men all, 
Till many a man lay dead on the plain. 

For they were refolved before they would yield. 
That every man would there be Cain. 

So there they fonght courageoufly, • , •• 

'Till moft of them lay dead there and (lain. 

But little Mulgrave, that was hie foot-page, 
With his bonny grille] got away nntt'en. 

But when he came to Giltnock-hall, ■■ i 

The lady fpy'd him presently, . * 

What news, what news, thou little foot-page, 
What news from thy mailer, and his company ? 

My 
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My news is bad, lady, he faid. 
Which I do bring, as yon may Tee ; 

My mailer Johnny Armftrong is flaw. 
And all his gallant company. 

Yet thou art welcome home r my bonny gruTet, 
Fall oft thou haft been fed with com and hay. 

But now thou lhalt be fed with bread and wine, 
And thy fides lhall be fpurr'd no more, I fay. 

O then befpoke his little fon, 

As he fat on his nurfe's knee. 
If ever I live to be a man. 

My father*! death revcng'd lhall be. 



Fj 
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A pltafant ballad fhewing how two valiant knights, fir 
John Armftrong, and fir Klichael Mufgrave fell in 
love with the beautiful daughter of the lady Dacre* 
in the North ; and of the great ftrife that happened 
between them for her, and how they wrought the 
death of one hundred men. 

Another poet, willing It tented the ignminit*t dtarb af 
Armftrong, bat ■> tilt Jang knighted him, and made tie 
rival kill bim ; at Itafi <uie are inclined te believe it ii the 
fame Armftrong be it talking of, and for that reafom ivf 
have infer ted it, 

AS it fell out one Whitfonday, 
The With time of the year, 
When every tree was clad with green. 

And pretty birds fing clear : 
The lady D acres took her way. 
Unto the church that pleafant day. 
With her fair daughter frefli and gay, 

A bright and bonny lafs. 
Fa la ire dang de do 

Trang trole le trang de do. 
With hey trang trole lo lye. 

She was a bonny laf«, 
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Sir Michael Mufg-rat e in like fort 

To church repaired then. 
And £o did Sir John Armftrong too. 

With all his merry men ; 
Two greater friends there could not be, 
Nor braver knights for chivalry. 
Both batchelors of high degree. 

Pit for a bonny lafs. 

They fat them down upon one feat, 

Like loving brethren dear. 
With hearts and mindt devoutly bent, 

God's fervice for to heart 
But riling from their prayers tho* 
Their eyes a ranging ftrait did go, 
Which wrought their ntier overthrow. 

All for one bonny lafs. 

Quoth .Mnfgrave unto Armftrong then. 

Yon fits the fweeteft dame, 
That ever for her fair beauty 

Within this country came. 
Infooth, quoth Armftrong prefetttry, 
Your judgment I mnft verify. 
There never came onto my eye, 

A braver bonny lafs. 
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1 fwcar, laid Mufgrave, by this fword. 

Which did my knighthood win, 
To Ileal away fo Tweet a dame, 

Could be no ghoftly fin, 
That deed, quoth Arm ftrong, would be ill. 
Except you had her right good will, 
That your defire (he would fulfil. 
And be thy bonny lafs. 

By this the fervice., quite was done, 

And home the people, paft ; 
TheywiQi'd a.blintr on his tongue. 

That made thereof fucji h&Ae. 
At the church door'.the knights did. meet, 
The lady Dacres for to.grtej; - 
But moft of all, her daughter fw**t» 

That beauteous bonny lafo ' 

Said Armllrong to the lady fair, 

We both have made a vow. 
At dinner for to be your gacfls, ■ ■ . - 

If you will it allow. 
With that befpoke. the lady free, 
Sir knights, right welcome you (hall be. 
The happier men therefore are we, 

For love of this bonny lafs. 
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Thus were die knights both prick'd in love. 

Both in one moment thrall'd, 
And both with one. fair lady gay, 

Fair Ifabella call'd. 
With humble thanks they went away. 
Like wounded harts chas'd all the day, 
One would not to the other fay, 

They lov'd this bonny lafi. 

Fair Ifabel on the other fide * ■ ■ ( 

As far in love was found, 
So long brave Armftrong flie had ey'd. 

Till love her heart did wound: 
Brave Armftrong is my joy, quoth (he. 
Would Chrift he were alone with me. 
To talk an hour two or three 

With his fair bonny lad. . . 

Bat as theie knights, together rode. 

And homeward did repair, 
Their talk and eke their countenance IhewM, 

Their hearts were clogg'd with care. 
Fair Ifabel the one did fay, 
Thou hall fubdu'd my heart this day. 
But ftie'a my joy, did Mafgrave fay, 

My bright and bonny lafi.. 
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With that iheft friend* incontinent. 

Become moft deadly fbc». 
For love of beauteous Ifabel, 

Great ftrife betwixt them role: 
Quoth Armftrong, Ihe Hull be my vile, 
Although for her I lofe my life j 
And thus began a deadly tuife. 

And for one bonny laii. 

Thtw two year* long this gradge did grow, 
Thefe gallant knights Jbftween, 

While they a wooing both did go, 
Unto this beaateon ^weo. 

And Jhe who did their furies prow. 

To neither would" bewmy her low. 

The deadly quarrel to i"8»o»e, 
About this bonny Ms. 

Bnt neither for her fair iotrtate. 

Nor yet her (harp difpnte, 
Would they appeifc their raging ire 

Nor yet give o'er their fait. 
The gentlemen of the North country. 
At laft did make thi* good decree, 
All for a perfect unity. 

About this bonny laft. 
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The love-fick knights mould be fet. 

Within one hall fo wide, 
Each of them in a gallast -Cart 

Even at a feveral tide: 
And 'twixt them both far certainly. 
Pair Ifabel mould .plated be. 
Of them to take her choice full free, 

Moll like a bonny lafs. 

And as (he like an angel 'bright. 

Betwixt them mildly flood, 
She turn'd unto each feveral knight 

With pale and changed blood : 
Now am I at liberty 
To make and take my choice) quoth /he ? 
Yea, quoth the knights, we do agree. 

Then chnfe thou bonny Ufi. 

Mufgrave, *ou art all too hot 

To be a lady's love. 
Quoth flie, and Armftr ong fterai a for. 

Where love binds him to prove; 
Of courage great is Mufgrave ftill. 
And nth to chufe I have my will. 
Sweet Armftrong fhall my joys JUKI, 

And I Ms bonny lafs. 
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The nobles and the gentles Bath,.' 

That were in prefent place, 
Rejoyced at this Iweet record ; 

Bat Mufgrave in difgrace. 
Oat of the hall did take his way, 
And Aimftrong marry'd was next day. 

With Habel his. lady gay, 
A bright and bonny lab. ■ 



But Mufgrave on the Wedding-day, 

Like to a Scotchman (light. 
In fecret fort allured' out 

The bridegroom for to fight ; 
And he that will not outbraved be. 
Unto his challenge did agree, ' , 

Where he was flain moll fuddcnly 

For hia fair bonny Jafs. 

The news whereof was "quickly brought 

Unto the lovely bride : 
And many of young Armftrong's kin 

Did after Mufgrave ride ; 
They hew'd him when they had him got. 
As small as flefli into a pot. 
Lot thus befel a heavy lot. 

About this bonny lafs. ....■■ ■. 1 ■, 



The 
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The lady young, which did lament. 

This cruel curfed ftrife, 
For very grief dy'd that day, 

A maiden and a wife. 
An hundred men, that haplefs day, 
Did lofe their lives in that fame fray ; 
And 'twixt thofe names as many lay. 

Is deadly ftrife Oill biding. 



XI. 

A lamentable ditty on the death of lord Guilford 
Dudley and lady Jane Grey, that, for. their parent* 
ambition, in feeking to make thefe two young prince* 
king and queen of England, were both beheaded in 
the Tower of London, 

WHEN as king Edward left this life, 
In young and blooming years, 
Began fuch deadly hate and ftrife. 

That filled England full of tears. 
Ambition in thofe ancient days, 
More than ten thoufand, thoufand, tlioufand 
Troubles did arife.' ... 
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Northumberland being made a duke, 
Ambitionfly did feek the crown. 

And Suffolk for the fame did look. 
To pnt queen Mary's title down ; 

That was king Henry's daughter bright. 

And quern of England, England, England,, 
And king Edward's heir by right. 

Lord Guilford and the lady Jane 
Were wedded by their parents wills ; 

The right from Mary fo was ta'en. 
Which drew them on to farther ills : 

But mark the end of this mifdecd, 

Mary was crowned, crowned, crowned. 
And they to death decreed. 

And being thus adjudg'd to die. 

For thefe their parents haughty aims. 

That thinking thus to mount on high. 
Their children king and queen proclaims : 

Bat in fuch aims no bleffings be, 

When as ten thou fan d, thoufand, thoufand. 
Their fliameful endings fee. 

Sweet princes they deferv'd no blame, 
That thus mult die for father's caafe, 

And bearing of fo great a name. 
To contradict our English laws. 
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Let all men then coaelnde m this, 
That they are haptefe, hapteft, baphtfa, 
Whofe parenta do aniifs. 

Now who more great than they of late ? 

Now who more wretched than they are ? 
And who more lofty in eilate, 

Thus fnddenly confum'd with care i 
Then princes all fet down this reft. 
And fay the golden, golden, golden 

Mean is always belt. 

Prepared at l&ft drew on the day, 
Whereon the princes bath mult die ; 

Lord Guilford Dudley by the way. 
His deareft lady did efpy, 

Whilll he unto the block did go. 

She in her window weeping, weeping, weeping. 
Did lament her woe. 

Their eyes that look'd for love e'er-while. 
Now blnbber'd were with pearled tears, 

And every glance and lover's fmile 
Were tura'd to dole and deadly fear: ; 

Lord Guilford's life did -bleeding lye, 

Expecting angels, angels, angels 
Silver wings to mount on high. 
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His deareft lady long did look, ' 
When ihc unto the block Jhould go. 

Where fweetly praying on her book. 
She made no fign of outward woe ; 

Bat wiih'd that the had angels wings. 

To Tee that golden, golden, golden 
Sight of heavenly things. 

And mounting on the Icaffold then. 
Where Guilford's lifelefs body lay, 

I come, quoth the, thou flower of men. 
For death fliall not my foul difmay : 

The gates of heaven (land open wide. 

To reft for ever, ever, ever. 
And thus thofe princes dy'd. 

Their parents likewife loft their heads. 
For climbing thus one ftep too high : 

Ambitious towers have flippery leads. 
And fearful to a wife man's eye ; 

For one's amifs great houfes fall ; - 

Therefore take warning, warning, warning. 
By this, you gallants all. 
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The princefs Elizabeth : A ballad alluding to ft Oory 
recorded of her when flie was prilbner at Wood- 
ftock, 1554. 

Writttn by the late William Sbtnjleet, E/f. 

WILL yon hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay I 
Each ambitious thought resigning. 
Foe to riches, pomp and fway 1 

While the nymphs and fivains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride ; 
Envying joys by others flighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd : 

" Bred on plains, or bora in vallies. 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu f 
Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts purfuc i 

Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfnre never taught to bear: 
Love is all the Ihepherd's pleafure ; 

Love is all the damlel'a care. 

Vol. II. G How 
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How can they of humble ftation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above ? 

Or accafe the difpenfation 
Which allows them all to love I 

Love like air U widely given ; 
■ Pow'r nor chance can thefe reftrain j 
Trueil , nobleft gifts of heaven ! 
Only poreft on the plain ! 

Peers can no fuch charms discover. 

All in ftars and garters drell, 
As, on Sundays, does the lover 

With his nofegay on his bread. 

Pinks and rofes In profufion, 

Said to fade when Chloe's near; 

Fops may ufe the lame allufion ; 
Bat the ihepherd is fincere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid tinging 
Chearly o'er the brimming pail ; 

Cowflips all around her fpringing. 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo Jprightly, look fa fair; 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong to void of care. 
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Would indulgent heav'n had granted 

Me fome rural damfel's part t 
All the empire I had wasted 

Then had been my (hepherd** heart. 

Then, with him, o'erhUl. and nwrotam.. 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 
Fearlefs tafle the cryftal fountains ,- 

Peaceful fleep beriearh the grove. 

Ruftica had been more forgivir g; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had envy'd me when living j 

None had trinmph'd o'er my tomb." 



the lamentable complaint of queen Mary for the un - 
kind departure of king Philip, in whofc abfcncc fa 
Mil Tick and died. 



MARY doth complain. 
Ladies be you moved 
With my lamentations. 

And my bitter moans : 
Philip feiog f Spain, 
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Whom in heart I loved. 
From his royal queen 

Unkindly now is gone j 
Upon my bed I lie. 
Sick and like to die : 

Help me ladies to lament. 
For in heart I bear. 
He loves a lady dear ; 

Better can his love content : 
Oh, Philip I moft nnkind. 
Bear not fuck a mind. 

To leave the daughter of a king i 
Gentle prince of Spain, 
Come, oh come again. 

And fweet content to thee I '11 bring. 

For thy royal fake. 

This my country's danger. 
And my fubjefts woes, 

I daily do procure ; 
My burning love to flake. 

Noble princely Granger, 
And the fame to move. 

Where it was fettled fnre. 
Divers in this land, 
Againrt my foes did Hand, 

Pawning their lives therefore^ 
And for the fame were flain, , 
Gentle king of Spain, ' 

Streets tan down with purple gore. 
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Forty thoufand men, 
All in armour then, 
. This noble kingdom did provide: 
To marry England'} queen. 
Before thou fhonld'ft be Teen, 
Or I be made thy gallant bride. 



Bnt now my great good-will, 

I fee is not regarded. 
And my favours kind, 

Are here forgotten quite : 
My good is paid with ill. 

And with hatred rewarded, 
I unhappy queen, 

Left here in wofnl plight. 
On our Fnglilh thore, 
Never fhaU I more 

Thy comely peHbnage behold ; 
For upon the throne, 
Glorioufly he Ihone, 

In purple robes of gold. 
Oh my heart is {Iain, 
Sorrow, care and pain. 

Dwell within my fobbing bread : 
Death approacheth near me, 
Bccaufe thou wilt not cheer me. 

Thou gallant king of all the weft. 
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Thofe jewels and thofe ring*. 

And that golden treafure, 
Firft to win my love. 

Thou broaghteft oat of Spain j 
Now unto me brings 

No delight, no pleafore, 
But a forrowfal tear. 

Which ever will remain : 
Thy pi A lire when I fee, 
' Much amazeth me, 

Caufeth tears a-main to flow, 
The fubltance being gone, 
Pleafures I have none. 

But lamenting fighs of woe j 
The chair of ftate adorn'd, 
Seems as if it moura'd, 

Binding np mine eyes with weeping, 
And when that I am led 
Unto my marriage-beef. 

Sorrow keeps me fiill from fleepiug. 

Come you ladies kind, 

Bring my gown, of feWe, 
for I now muft mourn. 

The abfence of my lord. 
Yon fee my love-fick mind, 

Is no longer able. 
To endure the fling 

pf Cupid's pricking fword; 
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My dying heart doth reft, 
In Philip's princely breaft. 

My bofom keeps no heart at all : 
Bnt ever will abide. 
In fecret by his fide. 

And follow him through bower and haJJ, 
Though I live difdained, * i 

Yet my love unfeigned 

Shall remain both chafte and pure. 
And evermore lhall prove 
As conllant as the dove. 

And thus mail Mary Aill endure. 

Ring oat my dying knell. 

Ladies fo renowned, 
For your queen mult die. 

And all her pomp forfake : 
England now farewell, 

For the fates have frowned, 
And now ready Hand, 

My breathing life to take t 
Confume with fpeed to air. 
Fading ghoft prepare 

With my milk-white %ings to fly; 
Where fitting on the throne. 
Let my love be Chown, 

That for his fake is fore'd to die. 
Be for ever blefled. 
The-' I die diftrefled, 

G 4 Gallant 
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Gallant king of high renown. 
The queen now broken-hearted. 
From this world's departed, 

In the heavens to wear a crown. 



The battle cr Corichie on the Hill of Fair, fought 
Oft, 28, 1562. 

fhit ballad, •which it very ancient, hot been bat lately 

printed in Scotland. It it /aid ta have betn the frodu&itn 

' efene Forbes, a fcbaelmafier, at Mary Cutter, nftm Ditjide. 

MURN ye highlands, and muni ye leighlandf, 
I trow ye hae meikle need ; 
For thi bonny bnrri o' Corichie, 
His run this day wi' bleld, 

Thi hopefu' laird o' Finliter, 

Erie Huntly's gallant fon, 
for thi lore hi bare our beauteous qnine 

His gar't fair Scotland mone. , 
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Hi his braken his ward in Aberdene, 
Throu dreid o' thi faufe Marry ; 

And his gather*! the gentle Gordone clan 
An' his father auld Huntly. 

Fain wid he tak onr bonny guide qoine. 

An' beare hir awa' wi' him ; 
But Mnrry's flee wylei fpoil't a* thi fport. 

An' reft him o' lyfe and lim. 

Marry gar't rayfe thi tardy Merni men. 
An Angis, an' mony ane mair ; 

Eric Morton, and the Byres lord Linfay ; - 
An' campit at thi hill o' Fare. 

Erie Hnntlie came wi' Haddo Gordone, 

An' countit ane thufan men; 
But Murry had abien twal hunder, 

Wi' fax fcore horftmen and ten. 

They fonadit thi bou gills an' the trumpits. 
An* marchit on in brave array ; 

Till the fpiers an' the axis forgatherit, 
An' than did begin thi fray. 

Thi Gordones fae fercelie did fecht it, 

Withouten terrer or dreid. 
That mony o' Mony's men lay gafpin. 

An' dyit thi grund wi* theire bleid. 
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Then faufe Marry feingit to flee them, 

An* they purfait at his backe. 
Whan' thi haf o' thi Gordones dcfcrtit, 

An' turait wi' Murray in a crack. 

Wi' hether i' thir bonnits they turait. 
The traitor Haddo o' their heid, 

An' flaid theire brithers an' their latherU, 
An' (poilit an' left them for deid, 

Than Marry cried to talc thi auld Gordooe, 

An* mony ane ran wi' rjwid ; 
But Stuart a' Inchbraik had him ftickit, 

An' out gufllit th| fat lurdane's bleid. 

Than they teulte his twa fones quick an 1 hale. 
An* bare them awa' to Aberdene ; 

But fair did our guide quint lament 
Thi waefa' chance that they were tane, 

Erie Murry loft mony a gallant flout man i 
Thi hopefa* laird o' Thornitune, 

Fittera's fons, an Egli's far fearit laird, 
An' mail to mi unkend, fell doune. 

Erie Huntly mifl ten fcore o* his bra' men. 

Sum o' heigh an' fum o' leigh degree, 
SkeenU youngeft fon, thi pryde o' a,' the clan. 

Was ther fun' dead, he widna flee. 
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This bloody fech t wis fercely faucht 
OAobri's auglit an' twinty day, 

pryiiis' fyfteen hundred thrifcore yeb 
An* twa will mark thi deidlie fray. 

5ut now the day maift waefu' came, 
That day the quine did grite her fill, 

for Huntly's gallant ftalwart fon. 
Wis heidit on thi hejdin hill. 

fyve noble Gordones wi* him hanglt were. 

Upon thi famen fatal playne ; 
Crnle Murry gar't thi waefu' quine luke put. 

And fee hir layer an' liges flayne. 

I wis our quine had better funds, 
I wis our conntrie better peice j 

J wis our lords wid na' difcord, 
| wis our weirs at hame may ccife. 



XV. 
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The mod rare and excellent hiftory of the dutchefs at 
Suffolk's calamity, 

WHEN God had taken for oar fin. 
That prodent prince king Edward away. 
Then bloody Bonner did begin 
His raging malice to bewray : 
All thofe that did God's word profefs. 
He persecuted more or left. 

Thus whilft our lord on us did lowre. 

Many in prifon he did throw, 
Tormenting them in Lollards tower, 

Whereby they might the truth forego : 
Then Cranmer, Ridley, and the reft, 
Were burning in the fire, that Chrift profoft. 

Smithfield was then with faggots fill'd, 

And many places more beiide, 
At Coventry was Saunders kill'd, 

At Worcefter eke good Hooper dy'd : 
And to elcape this bloody day. 
Beyond lea many fled away. 
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Amongft the reft that fought relief. 
And for their faith in danger flood, 

Lady Elizabeth was chief, 

King Henry's daughter, of royal blood, 

Which in the Tower prifoner did lye, 

Looking each day when the (hould die. 

The dutchefs of Suffolk feeing this, 
Whofe life likewife the tyrant (ought ; 

Who in the hopes of heavenly blife. 

Within God's word her comfort wrought : 

For fear of death was forc'd to fly. 

And leave her houfe jaoli fecretly. 

Thus for the love of God alone. 

Her land and goods fhe left behind ; 

Seeking Dill for that precious ftone, 
The word and truth fo rare to find : 

She with her nurfe, hufband and child. 

In poor array their iiglis beguil'd. 

Thus through London they pa0ed along. 
Bach one did take a feveral flreet. 

Thus all along efcaping wrong 
At Billlngfgate they all did meet, 

Like people poor in Gravefend barge. 

They (imply went with all their charge. 
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And all along from Grave/end town. 
With journeys fhort en foot they wentj 

Unto the fea-coaft came they down. 
To jiafs the feas was their Intent: 

And God provided lb that day. 

That they took Hup and fail'd away. 

And with a profperoai gale of wind. 

In Flanders they did arrive; 
This was to them great eafe of mind. 

And from their heart much woe did drive i 
And fa with thanks to God on high, 
They took their way to Germany. 

Thus as they travell'd Sill difguis'd, 

Upon the highway foddenly. 
By cruel-thieves they wefe furpriz'dj 

Anailing their fmall company : 
And all their treafnres and their flort, 
They took away, and beat them fore. 

The nurie, inmidft of all their fright, 
Laid down their child upon the ground, 

She ran away out of their fight. 
And never after that was found : 

Then did the dutchefs snake great moan* 

With lior good hafband all alone. 
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Hie thieves had there their horfes kilPd, 

And all their money quite had took, 
The pretty baby almoft fpoil'd. 

Was by their nurfe alio forfook. 
And they far from their friends did ftand, 
And fuccourkfs in a ftrange land. 

The Iky likewift began to fcowl, 

It haU'd and rain'd in piteous fort, 
The way was long and wondrous foul, 

This I may now full well report. 
Their grief and forrow was not final]. 
When this unhappy chance did fall. 

Sometimes the dutchefs bore the child. 

As wet as ever fhe could be, 
And when the lady kind and mild 

Was weary, then the child bore he ; 
And thus they one another eat'd. 
And with their fortunes feem'd well pleuM. 

And after many a weary Hep, 

All wet-fhod both in dirt and mire ; 
After much grief, their hearts yet leap ; 

For labour doth fome reft require ; 
A town before them they did fee. 
But lodged there they could not be. 
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From houfe to houfe then they did go. 
Seeking that night where they might lie j 

But want of money was their woe. 

And ftill their babe with cold doth cry. 

With cap and knee they coart'ly nuke. 

But none of them would pity take. 

Lo f here a princefs of great blood, 

Doth pray a peaiant for relief. 
With tears bedewed as (he flood, 

Yet few or none regard her grief. 
Her foeech they could not underftand. 
But fome gave money in her hand. 

When all in vain her Ipeeches fpent. 
And that they conld no houfe-room get. 

Into a church-porch then they went. 
To Hand out of the rain and wet : 

Then laid the dutchefs to her dear, 

O that we had fome fire here. 

Then did her hufband fo provide. 
That lire and goals they got with fpeed i 

She fat down by the fire-fide, 
To drefs her daughter that had need : 

And whilft fhe drefs'd it in her lap. 

Her hulband made the infant pap. 
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Anon the fexton thither came, 
Finding them there by the fire : 

The drunken knave, all void of mame. 
To drive them out was his defire; 

And fpurned out the noble dame. 

Her hufband's wrath he did inflame* 

And all in fury as he Hood, 

He wrung the church beys out of his hand. 
And ftruck Mm fo that all the blood 

His head run down as he did (land, 
Wherefore the fexton prefently 
For aid and help aloud did cry, 

Then came the officers in hafte. 
And took the dut chefs and her child, 

And with her hufband thus they part. 
Like lambs befe't with tygers wild. 

And to the governor were brought. 

Who underftobd them not in ought. 

Then mailer Bertue brave and bold. 
In Latin made a gallant fpeechj 

Which all their miferies did unfold, 
And their high favour did befeedi j 

With that a doftor fitting by, . ■ 

Did know the datchefs pnefcntty. ■ ' ' 
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And thereupon arihng ftrait 

With words abafhed at this fight. 

Upon them all that then did wait. 
He thus broke forth in words aright: 

Behold within your fight (quoth he) 

A princefsofmoft high degree. 

With that the governor and all the reft, 
Weremnch amaz'd the fame to hear, 

Who wecomed this new-come gueft, 
With reverence great, and princely cheer : 

And afterwards convey'd they were. 

Unto their friend prince Caffimerc, 

A fon flic had in Germany, 

Peregrine Bertue call'd by namev 

-Simam'd the good lord Willonghby, 
Of courage great and worthy fame ; 

Her daughter young that with her went. 

Was afterwards counters of Kent. 



For when queen Mary was deceas'd. 
The dutcheft home return*d again. 

Who was of forrow quite rtleas'd. 
By queen Elizabeth's happy reign : 

Whole goodly life and piety. 

We may praife continually. 
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A joyful fong of the deferred praifes of good 'queen 
Elizabeth, how princely (he behaved herftlf at Til- 
bury camp in Effex, in 1588, when the Spaniards 
threatened the iuvafion of this kingdom. 



I Sing a noble princefs, 
England's late commanding miilrefs, 
King Henry's daughter fair Elizabeth : 
She was fuch a maiden queen. 
As the like ne'er was feen. 
Of any womankind upon the earth. 

Her name in golden numbers. 
May written be with wonders. 

That liv'd belbv*d four and forty years : 
And had the gifts of natuse all 
That to a princefs might befall, 

As by her noble virtues well appears. 



, „GoogIe 



mo OLD BALLADI; 

With majefty admir'd, 
Her fubjefts (he requir'd, 

That love for love might cgually be ihown ; 
Preferring more a publick peace, 
Than any private man's increafc. 

That quietly we Hill may keep our own. 

When embaffie*. did come, 
From any prince in Chriftendom, 

Her entertainment was Co princely fweet : 
She likewife knew what did belong. 
To every language, fpeech and tongue, 

Where grace and virtue did together meet. 

No princefs more could me a fa re. 
Her well befecming pleafare, 

In open court among her ladies fair i 
.For mufick, and for portly gate. 
The world afforded not her mate : 

So excellent her carriage was and rare. 

Kingly dates opprcfled. 
And fnch ae were diftreued, 

With means and money daily flic reliev'd. 
As law of nations did her bind. 
To ftrangers fhe was ever kind ; 

And fuch as with calamities were griev'd. 
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And when into this kingdom, ■ 
Bloody wars did threatning come, 

Her highnefs would be ready with good will. 
As it in eighty-eight was feen : 
When as this thrice renowned queen. 

Gave noble courage to her fbldiers ftill.' 

This more than worthy woman, 
Like to a noble Amazon, 

In filver-plated armour bravely went , 
Unto her camp at Tilbury, 
With many knights of chivalry, *■ ' 

Courageoufly her army to' content. , . i . i 

Bui being there arrived. 
With noble heart Jhe ftrived, 

To give them all what they denVd to have : 
A lovely grace of countenance. 
Smiling with perfererance. 

To whom fo fweet a countenance fhe gave, i 

Upon the drum-head fitting, r 
As it was well befitting, •- 

For fuch a royal piincefi thus to ipcafc : 
A foldier I will live and die, r . , ■ 

Fear ihall never make me fly, , 

Nor any danger leave to undertake. 

H 3 
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With chat amidft the battel 
The muiketteers did rtttk 

A peal of powder flaming aH Wi fire [ 
The cannon* they did loudly play. 
To pleafe her majefty that day, 

Which (be in heart did lovingly dcfire. 

Her highnefs thus delighted, 
She royally requited 

The noble caftans and the foldien all ; 
For golden angel* flew amain. 
Round about the warlike train, 

Each one rewarded was both great and &t*U. 

With that in noble manner. 
To England's fame and honour, 

The thttnd'ribg (hot began to play again ; 
And for this royal princeft lake, 
Rattling made the ground to fhake, 

In fpiteaf all their enemies of Spain. 

The more to be commended. 
She gracioufly befriended 

Full many a worthy gentleman that day, 
By knighting them in noble fort, 
As it had been in England's court. 

Such gallant graces had {he every way. 
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So freely, kind and loving. 
She was by her approving, 

To rich and poor that came unto her grate j 
Not any one but found her ftill 
A friend to good, a foe to ill. 

And every virtue fweetly would embrace. 

But now in heaven's high palace, 
She lives in joy and folace, 

Committing all her charge unto the king ; 
Of whofe admired roajefty. 
Ruling us fo quietly. 

Rejoicingly we fubjeftl all do fing. 



The life and death of the famous Thomas Stukely, an 
Englifli gallant) in the time of queen Elisabeth, who 
ended his life in a battle of three kings of Barbary. 

IN the weft of England, 
Born there was I underftand, 
A famous gallant was he in his days, 
By birth a worthy clothier's fon. 
Deeds of wonders hath he done. 
To purchase him a long and laftutg prarft. 

H 4 If 
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If I would tell his ftory. 
Pride was all his glory. 

And lufty Stukely he was call'd in court, 
He ferv'd a biihop in the weft. 
And did accompany the beft. 

Maintaining of himfelf in gallant fort. 

Being thus efteemed. 

And every where.well deemed, 

He gain'd the favour of a London dame, 
Daughter to an alderman, 

Curtis Ihe was called then, 

To whom a fuitor gallantly he came. 



When (he his perfon fpyed. 
He conld not be denyed, 

So brave a gentleman -he was to fee j 
She was quickly made his wife. 
In weal or woe to lead her life. 

Her father willing, thereto did agree, 

Thus in itate and pleafore. 
Fall many days they meafure, 

'Till cruel death with his regardlefs fpight. 
Bore old Curtis to the grave, 
A thing that Stukely wifli'd to have, . 

That he might revel all in gold fo bright, 
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He was no fooner tombed, ■ " • 

But Stukely he prefumed, j ■ 

To fpend a hundred pounds a day is waits. 
The greateft gallants -in the land 
Had Stiikely's purfe at their- command, 

Thus merrily the rime away he pafs'd. 

Taverns and ordinaries. 
Were his chief eft braveries. 

Golden angels there flew up and down ; 
Riots were his bed delight, 
With (lately ieafHng day and night. 

In court and city thus he won renown. 

Thns wafting lands and living, • 
By this lawlels giving, 

At length he (bid the pavements of the yard, 
Which cover'd were with blocks of tin. 
Old Curtis left the fame to him, - 

Which he confirmed lately as yon have heard. 

Whereat his wife fore grieved, 
Defiling to be relieved, 

Make much of me, dear hu (band, (he did fay, 
I '11 make much more of thee ' (faid he) 
Than any one (hall verily, 

I '11 fell thy cloaths, and fo 111 go my way. 



Cruelly 
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Cruelly this hard hearted, 
Away from her he parted. 

And trudl'd into Italy frith ijujed » 
There he flourifli'd many < day, 
In his filks and rich array. 

And did the plnfene* of a lady teed. 

It wai the lady's pleasure 

To give him goods and treafure. 

For to maintain him in great pomp and faroe s 
At laft came news affuredly 
Of a battle fought in Barbary 

And he worW valiantly go fee the time. 

Many a noble gallant. 
Sold both land and talent 

To follow Stoknly in hit famous fight. 
Whereas three &ng$>io tperiori would 
Advent'roofly with courage bald. 

Within this battle ihew thejniclxc* in fight. 

Stokely and his followers all 
Of the Icing of Portugal, 

Had 'entertainment like to gentlemen. 
The king- affected ,Stnk*ly Jo, 
That he his fecrets all did knpw. 

And bore his royal ftandard now and then. 



Upon 
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Upon this day of honour. 
Bach man did ihew his hammer, 

Morocco, and the king of larbary, 
'Portugal, and all his train. 
Bravely glittering am the plain, 

And gave due- out lot them tnofi satbxuiy. 

The cannons they rebounded, 
Thund'ring guns redounded, 

Kill, Mil, wa* all the foldiers cry ; 
Mangled men lay on the ground, 
And with blood the earn was drown' d, 

The fan like wife waj«brken J d in the fl=y. 

Heaven was fo difpleafed. 
And would not be appeafed, 

Bat tokens of God's wrath did ihow, 
That he was angry at this war, 
He lent a fearful biasing ftar, 

Whereby the kings might their misfortunes know. 

Bloody was the Daughter, 
Or rather wilful murder. 

Where fixfcore thoufand fighting men were flain. 
Three kings within thii battle dy'd, 
With forty duke* and carls be fide. 

The like will never more be /ought again. 
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With woeful arms infolding. 
Stoke! y flood beholding 

The bloody facnficc of foals that day : 
He hghing faid, I woeful wight, 
Again ft my conference here do fight, 

And brought my followers all onto decay. 

Being thus molefted, 
And with grief opprefled, 

Thofe brave Italians that did fell their lands. 
With Stukely for to travel forth, 
And venture life for little worth, 

Upon him all did lay their nuvd'ring bands. 

Unto death thus wounded ■ " 

His heart with forrow fwooned, 

And to them thus he made his heavy moan. 
Thus have I left my country dear. 
To be thns vilely murder'd here, 

E,'.en in this place, whereat I am not known. 

My wife I have much wronged. 
Of what to her belonged, 

I vainly fpent in idle courfe of life; 
What I have had is pall I fee. 
And bringeth nought but grief to me. 

Therefore grant me pardon, gentle wife. 
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Life I fee confumeth. 

And death I fee prefnmeth. 

To change this life of mine into a new : 
Yet this my greateft comfort brings, 
I liv'd and dy'd in love of kings, 

And fp brave Stukely bid the world adieu. 

Stnkely's life thus ended. 
Was after death befriended, 

And like a foldier bury'd gallantly, 
Wliere now there Hands upon the grave, 
A ftately temple bnilded brave, 

With golden turrets piercing to the Iky. 
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Qneon Elizabeth's champion : or, a victory obtain'd by 
the young earl of Eflex, orer the old empsror of Ger- 
many, by tea ; in which he took the emperor** Ion, 
and brought him prifoner to queen Elizabeth. 

COME found np your trumpets and beat np yoni 
drums, 
And let's go to fea with a valiant good cheer. 
In ftiarch of a mighty vail navy of mips. 

The like has not been for this fifty long years/ 
Raderer two, tandaro te 
Raderer, tadorer, tan do re, 

-The queen fhe provided a navy of fhips. 

With fweet flying ftreamers fo glorious to fee. 
Rich top and top-gallants, captains and lieutenants 
Some forty, fome fifty brafs pieces and three. 
Raderer two. &c. 

They had not fail'd paft a week on the fcas. 
Not palling a week and days two or three. 
But they were aware of the proud emperor, 
Both him and all his proud company, 
Raderer two, &c. 

When 
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When he beheld our powerful fleet, 
Sailing along in their glory and pride'. 

He was araaa'd at their valour and fame, 
Then to his warlike Commanders he cry'd, 
Raderer two, tec 

Thefe were die Words of the old emperor. 
Saying, Who's this that is failing to <ee. 

If he be a king that weareth a Crown, 
Yet am I a better man than he, 
Raderer two, &c 

It is not a king hot lord of a crown. 

Which nOw to the leas with his navy hit come. 

But the young ear! of Effex, the queen's lieutenant. 
Who fears no foe in Chrifteudom, 
Raderer two, Sec 

Oh t Is that young lord then come to the feai. 
Then let's tack about, and be (leering away, 

I have heard fo much of his father before, 
That I will not fight with young Efiex to-day, 
Raderer two, &c. 

Oh 1 then befpoke the emperor's fon, 
At they were tacking and fleering away. 

Give me, royal father, this navy of fhips, 
And I will go fight with' young Eflox to-day, 
Raderer two, &c. 
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Take them with all my heart, loving Ion, - 
Moll of them are of a capital fize, 

But flionld he do a* his father has done, 
Farewel thine honour and mine likcwife. 
Raderer two. Sec. 



With cannons hot/ and thund'iing flioty 
Thefe two gallants fought on the mam. 

And as it was young E flex's lot. 
The emperor's fon by him was ta'en, 
Raderer two, &c. 

Give me my Con, the emperor ery'd. 
Which, thon thi» day has taken from me. 

And I'll give thee three keys of gold. 
The one fhall be of High Germany. 
Raderer two, &c. 

I care not for thy three keys of gold. 

Which thon hail proffer'd to let him free. 

But thy fon he mall to England fail. 
And go before- the qoeen with me, 
Raderer two, &c. 

Then have I fifty good fliips of the befl. 
As good as ever was fent to the fea, 

And ere my fon into England fhall fail, 
They mall go all for good company. 
Raderer two, Sec. 
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They had not fought this famous battle, 
They had not fought it hours were three, 

Ere fome loft legs, and fome loft arms. 
And fome lay tumbling in the fea. 
Raderer two, Sec. 

EiTex he got his battle like wife, 

Tho' 'twas the fharpeft that ever was feen. 
Home retura'd with a wonderful prize. 

And brought the emperor's fon to the queen, 
Raderer two, &c. 

Oh 1 ' then befpoke the 'prentices all. 

Living in London, both proper and tall. 
In a kind letter fent ftrait to the queen. 
For Effex's fake they would fight all. 
Raderer two; tandaro te; 
Raderer, tandorer, tan do re. 
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A tameirable ditty on the death of Robert Deteretu, 
earl of Eflex, who was beheaded in the Tower of 
Loadon, on Afh-Wednefday, i6oo-i. 

SWEET England's prize is gone, 
Welladay, Welladey, 
Which makes her figli and groan 

Evermore Hill : 
He did her fame advance, 
In Ireland, Spain, and Fraace, 
And by a fad mifchanee 
Is from us ta'en. 

He was a virtuous peer* 

Welladay, &c. * 
And was efteemed dear,' 

Evermore ftill. 
He always lov*d the poor. 
Which makes 'em figh full lore. 
His death they did deplore 

In everyplace. 
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Brave honour grac'd him &3I, 

Gallantly, gallantly, 
He ne'er did deed of 111, 

Well it is known : 
But envy that foul fiend, 
Whofe malice ne'er doth end. 
Hath thus brought virtue's friend 

Unto this thrall. 



At tilt he did furjrali, 

Gallantly, &c. 
All men that is an 3 WM, 

Evermore ftill. 
One day as it was Keen, 
In honour of the queen, 
Such deeds have feldom been. 

As he did do. 

Abroad and eke at heme. 

Gallantly, &c. 
For valour there was hOtte, 

Like him before: 
For Ireland, Prance a«d Sjffllfi, 
Still fear'd great Eifet's nam*, 
But England lov'tt the fittft. 

In everyplace. 
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But all would not avail, 

Welladay, welladay. 
His deeds did not prevail. 

More was the pity : 
He was condemn 'd to die. 
For treafon certainly. 
Sat God that fits on high, 

Knoweth all things. 

That Sunday in the morn, 

Welladay, &c. 
That he to the city came. 

With all his troops ; 
Did firft begin the ffcrife. 
And cans'd his lofs of life. 
And others did the like, 

As well as he. 

Yet her princely majefty, 

Gracionfly, graciouily. 
Hath pardon given free 

To many of them ; 
She hath releas'd them qnit*. 
And given them their right: 
They did pray day and night 

God to defend her. 
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Shrove- tuefday in the night, 

Welladay, &c. 
With a heavy-hearted fpight. 

As it is faid; 
The lieutenant of the Tower, 
Who kept Mm in his power. 
At ten a-clock that hour. 

To him did come. 



And laid onto him there, 

Mournfully, Sec. 
My lord you mull prepare, 

To die to-morrow. 
God's will be done, quoth he. 
Yet ihall you flrangely fee, 
God itrong in me to be, 

Tho* I am weak. 



I pray you pray for me, 

Welladay, &c. 
That God may ftreugthen me 

Againft thtt hour. 
Then ft^aightway he did call 
To the guard under die wall. 
And did intreat them all. 

For him to pray; 
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For to-morrow is the day, 

Welladay, Sec 
That I a debt malt pay, 

Which I do owe ; 
It is my life I »ear\, 
Which I muft pay the quaes, 
Even fo hath j ufti.ee given. 

That I muft 'die. 



In the morning was he brought, 

Welladay, Sec. 
Where the fcafibld was fet up, 

Within the Tower, 
Many lords wese prefeut then. 
With other gentlemen, 
Which were appointed theft,. 

To fee him die. 



You noble lords, quoth he, 

Welladay, Sec. 
That muft die witnefs be, 

Of this my dream : 
Know I ne'er lav'd paplftry, 
But Mil did it defy. 
And thus doth Eft* die. 

Here in this place, 
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I have a firmer been, 

Welladay, &C. 
Yet never wrong'd my qteta. 

In all my life : 
My God I did oftead. 
Which grieves me at my end I 
May all the reft amend, 

I them forgive. 



To the ftate I ne'er raeant in, 

Welladay, &c. 
Neither wifh.'d the covuuna ill 

In all my life : 
Bat lov'd with all my heart. 
And always took their port, 
Whene'er they were delm* 

In any place. 

Then mildly did be crave,. 

Mournfully, &c. 
He might the favour have,. 

Private to pray. 
He then pray'd heartily. 
And with great fervency. 
To God that fits on high. 

For to receive him. 



14 
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And then he pray'd again, 

Mournfully, tec. 
Cod to preferre his queen 

From all her foes. 
And fend her long to reign. 
True jnftice to maintain, 
And not to let proud Spain 

Once to offend her. 



His gown he ftript off then, 

Welladay, &c. 
And put off his hat and band. 

And hung them by. 
Praying till continually. 
To God that lita oq high, 
That he might patiently 

There fuffer death. 



My headfman that mnft'be,- 
Then faid he chearfnlly. 

Let him come here to me. 
That I may fee htm, - 

Who kneeled to hint then; 

Art thou, quoth he, the ma) 

Who art appointed now, 
My life to free I • ■ 
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Yes, my lord, lie did fay, 

Welladay, &c. 
Forgive me, 1 yon pray. 

For this your death : 
I here do thee forgive. 
And may true juftice live, 
No foul crimes to forgive. 

Within this place-. 



Then he kneel'd down again, 

Welladay, &c. 
And was requir'd by fome, 

There Handing by, 
To forgive his enemies. 
Before death clos'd his eyes. 
Which he did in hearty-wife, 

Thanking them for't. 

That they would remember him, 

Welladay, Sec. 
That he would forgive all them 

That had him wrong'd : 
Now I take my leave, 
Sweet Chrift my foul receive, 
Now when you will prepare, 

J am ready. 
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He kid Ids head on the: block, 

Welladay, tec. 
But his doublet left the Sreke, 

Some there did fay : 
What malt be done, qaoth he, 
Shall be done prelently % 
Then his doublet off put be, 

And laid down again:. 

The head&un did hit part. 

Cruelly, cruelly. 
He was not feen «n Am*, 

ft tit all the blows : 
His foul is now at |*n% 
la heaven anoag the blefVdv, 
Where God kftA "a to reft. 

When it lhall pleafe hm> 
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A lamentable ballad on the cad of Effcx's dead. 

ALL yon that cry O hone, O hone. 
Come now and ftng O bone with me, 
For why our jewel is from us gone. 
The valiant knight of chivalry : 
Of rich and poor helov'd was be. 
In time an honourable knight. 
When by our laws condemn-'d to die. 
He lately took hjs I aft good night. 

Count him not like to Champion, 

Thofe traiterous men of Babington, 
Nor like the earl of Weftmoreland, 

By whom a number were undone t 
He never yet hurt mother's fon, 

His quarrel ft ill maintains the right, 
With the tears my face ran down. 

When I think on his laft good night. 
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The Portngals can witnefs be. 

His dagger at Liibon gate he flung. 
And Uke a knight of chivalry. 

His chain npon the gates he hung : 
I would to God that he would come. 

To fetch them back in order right. 
Which thing was by his honour done. 

Yet lately took his laft good-night. 

The Frenchmen they can teftify. 

The town of Gourney he took in. 
And march 'd tp Rome immediately. 

Not caring for his foes a pin : 
With ballets then he piere'd his fltin, 

And made them fly from his fight : 
He there that time did credit win. 

And now hath U'en his laft good-night. 

And flately Cales can witnefs be. 

E'en by his proclamation right. 
And did command them all flraitly. 

To have a care of infants lives. 
And that none fliould hurt man or wife, 

Which was againft their right : 
Therefore they pray'd for his long life, 

Which lately took his lafl good-night. 
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Wou'd God lie ne'er had Ireland known. 

Nor fet one foot on Flanders ground. 
Then might we well enjoy 'd our own, 

Where now oor jewel will not be found. 
Which makes our eyes flill abound ; 

Trickling with (alt tears in our fight. 
To hear his name in our ears to found, 

Lord Devereux took his laft. good-night. 



Afli-Wednefflay, that difmal day, 

When became forth his chamber-door j 
Upon a fcafibld there he faw 

His headfman Handing him before : 
The nobles all they did deplore. 

Shedding fait tears in his fight, 
He laid farewel to rich and poor. 

At bis good morrow and good-night. 

My lords, laid he, yon ftand but by. 

To fee performance of the law ; 
'Tis I that have deferv'd to die. 

And yield myfelf unto the blow ; 
I have deferv'd to die I know. 

Bat ne'er againft my country's right. 
Nor to my queen was ever foe, 

Upon my death at my good-night. 
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Farewel Elizabeth, my gracious qtreett, 

God blefs thee, with thy council all % 
Farewel ray knights of chivalry, 

Farewel my foldiers flout and tall : 
Farewel the commons great and fmall. 

Into the hands of men I light. 
My life (hall make amends for all, 

For ElTex bids the world good-night. 

Farewel dear wife and children three, 

Farewel my kind and tender fon : 
Comfort your felves, mourn not for me, 

Altho* your fall be now begun : 
My time is come, my glafs is run. 

Comfort your felf in former light. 
Seeing by my fall you are undone. 

Your father bids the world good-night. 

Dei-kit, thou know'ft at Cales I fav'd 

Thy life, loft for a rape there done. 
As thou thyfelf canft teftify, 

Thine own hand three- and -twenty hang; 
But now thou fec'ft my felf is come. 

By chance into thy hands I light, 
Strike out thy blow, that I may know. 

Thou Eflex lov'd at his good-night. 
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When England coasted die a r*a£0t, 

The works of PapifU I defy, 
I ne'er worfhtppM faint nor angel In neatr'n. 

Nor the virgin Mary I ; 
Bat to Chrift, which for my fins did die* 

Trickling with fait tears in his fight, 
Spreading my arms to God on high. 

Lord Jcfui receive my foal this night. 



The lire and death of queen EfoAedu 

IN England reigned once a king. 
Eighth Henry call'd by name. 
Which made fair Anne of Sullen (jnnn 

Of England in great fame : 
Who brought into thi» country joy. 

And to her king delight; 
A daughter that in England made 
God's gofpel Aline molt bright. 
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At Greenwich wu the princefs bom. 

That gallant place in Kent, . 
A houfe belov'd of kings and queens, 

A houfe of fweet content, 
E'en in her childhood the began. 

So ilor'd with heav'nly grace. 
That all eftates both high and low. 

Her virtues did embrace. 



None like Elizabeth wai found. 

In learning fo divine, ' 
She had the perfect fkilful art. 

Of all the mufes nine : 
In Latin, Greek, and Hebrew flie 

Moll excellent was known. 
To foreign kings ambauadors 

The fame was daily ftiown. 

TV Italian, French, and Spanifh tongue, 

She well could fpeak or read, 
The Turkiflj and Arabian fpeech 

Grew perfefl at her need. 
The mufick made her wonderful. 

So cunning therein found, 
The fame whereof about the world. 

In princes ears did found ; 
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Yet when her royal parents lives 

By death were ta'en away. 
And her dear brother Edward turn'd 

To clods of earth and clay j 
Her cruel fitter Mary fought 

Her Jailing grief and woe. 
Regarding not the gifts which God 

Upon her did beftow. 

A bloody reign queen Mary Hv'd, 

A papift in belief, 
Which was unto Elizabeth 

A great heart-breaking grief. 
A faithful proteftant (he was. 

At which queen Mary fpighted. 
And in Elisabeth's miflupj 

She daily much delighted. 

Poor maiden, by the bifhops »ill» 

In prifon fhe was pat. 
And from her friends and comforter* 

la cruel manner flint. 
Much hoping flic would turn in time. 

And her true faith fbr&fce; 
But firm lhe was, and patiently 

Did all thefe troubles take. 

Vol. II, K «„ 
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Her filter forthwith did command 

Her diet to b/ftnatf, "' 
Her fervants l^kewife very few. 

Yea, almoft none at all : 
And alio would have ta'en her life; 

But that king Philip fail, 
O queen, thy country will report, 

Thou haft the tyger play'd. 



The Lord thus put the king in mind 

His chofen faint to live. 
And alio to queen Mary's life 

A fudden ending gave : 
And fo Elizabeth was feteb'd 

From prifon to a crown. 
Which fhc full four-and-forty years 

Pofleft'd with great renown. 

She popery nrft of all fupprefs'd^ 

And in our BnglHh tongue, 
Did canfe God's Bible to be read ; 

Which Heaven continue long ! 
Pure preaching lilcewife the ordain'd', 

With plenty in this land, 
And ftill againfl the foes thereof 

Moil xealonfly did ftand. 
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The pride of dome this queen abates, 

And fpightful Spaia keeps under. 
And fuccour'd much Low Country ftates. 

Whereat the world did wonder. 
That fiich a worthy queen as She, 

Should work fnch worthy things, 
And bring more honour to this land. 

Than all our former kings. ' 

The gold ftill brought from Spanlm mines. 

In fpight of all her foes. 
Throughout all parts of Chriftendom, 

Her brave adventure fliows ; 
Her battels fought upon the fcas, 

Refounded np to heaven, 
Which to advance her fame and praife. 

Had victory ilill g ; v en. 

The Spanim power in eighty-eight. 

Which thirfied'for her blood/ 
Moft nobly, like m Amazon, 

Their purpofes withftood ; 
And boldly in her royal' camp. 

In perfon (he was feen : 
The likewas never done, rthinfc, ' 

By any EngliJh qneea. ■ 



'3* 
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Full many x traytor finr.e that time. 

She hath confounded quite, 
And not the b loo die ft mind of all 

Her courage could afiright : 
For mercy join'd with majefty 

Still made her foes her friends. 
By pardoning many which defcir'd 

To hare nntimefy end). 



Tyrone with all hi* Irifli rout 

Of rebels in that land, 
Thoagh ne'er lb derperatc, bold and float. 

Yet fear'd her great command. 
She made them quake and tremble fore 

Bnt for to hear her name: 
She planted peace in that fair land. 

And did their wildnefs tame. 



Tho* wars She kept with dangers great. 

In Ireland, France, and Spain ; 
Yet her true fubjefts Hill at home 

In Jafety did remain : 
They joy 'd to fee her princely fact. 

And would in numbers ran. 
To meet her royal majefty. 

More thick than moats in fua. 
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Bat time that brings all things to end, 

A fwift foot-comic did run : 
And of this royal maiden queen, 

A woful conqueft woo. 
Her death brought fear upon the land. 

No word* bat tales of woe 
In fubjefls ears reibnnded then, 

Wlicre-ever men did go. 



But fear exenang'd to prefent joyt. 

Sweet comforts loud did ring, 
Inftead of queen, the people cry'd. 

Long live our royal king j 
Which name of king did feem moft ftrange. 

And made us for to mufe ; 
Becaufe full many 3 year the name 

Of king we did not ufe. 



Yet fuch a noble king is he. 

And fo t!i^i'!!»i«« our peace. 
That we in that may daily with, 

His life may never ceafe. 
On hopeful and moft royal prince. 

Good angels Sill defend. 
This is my mufe's chief defire, 

Her melody to end. 



Kl 
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p XXII. 

The honour of a London 'prentice. Being an account 
of his matchlefs manhood and brave adventures done 
in Turkey, and by what means he married the king's 
daughter. Sec. 



Ybt fdhwing fame relate! to a noble pita of chivalry 
performed in coat* Bfixjibitb's days, and tbtrtfore claim/ a 
floe* btrt j though it mufi ht acinmvledged we hove not 
hem able to difiovtr •who the hero <wai, nor any account of 
the fails on <wbicb the ballad it founded. 



OF a worthy London "prentice, 
My purpofc is to lpeak, . 
And tell his brave adventures 

Done for Ms country's fake : 
Seek all the world about. 

And you Hull- .hardly and, 
A man in valour to exceed 
A 'prentice gallant mind. 



„GoogIc 



old Ballads. 

He was bom in Chelhire, 

The chief of men was he. 
From thence brought up to London, 

A 'prentice for to be. 
A merchant on the bridge, 

Did like his feryice lb. 
That for three years his factor, 

To Turkey he fhould go. 

And in that famous country 

One year he had not been. 
Ere he by tilt maintained 

The honour of his queen, 
Elizabeth his prinrefs, 

He nobly did make known,' 
To be the phrenic of the world. 

And none but we alone. 



In armour richly gil'dedf, . 

. Well mounted oh a field', , ' 

One fcore of knights molt hardy 

One day he made to bleed ; 
And brought them all unto the ground, 

Who proudly did deny, 
Elizabeth to be the pearl 

Of princely majeffy, 
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The king of that fame country 

Thereat began to frown. 
And will'd hit Ton, there prefent. 

To poll tab youngfter down; 
Who at his father's words 

Theft boaftug fpeeches faid, 
Thon art a uaytor, Engtilh boy. 

And hail the traytor play'd. 



I am no boy, nor traytor. 

Thy fpeeches I defy, 
For which 111 be revenged 

Upon thee by and by, 
A London 'prentice ftill 

Shall prove as good a man, 
A* any of your Turkifli knights, 

Do all the belt yon can, 

And therewithal he gave him 

A box upon the ear. 
Which broke his neck afnnder, 

As plainly doth appear. 
Now know proud Tnrk, quoth lie, 

I am no Engliih boy, 
That can with one fmall box o'th' ear 

The prince of Turks deilroy* 
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When as the king perceived 

His Ton to ftrtngely flam, 
His foul was fore airlifted 

With more than mortal pain ; 
And in revenge thereof, 
* He fwore that he Should -dye 
The vraeU'ft death that ever man 

Beheld with mortal eye. 

Two ryons were preparM 

This 'prentice to devour, 
Near famifh'd up wirii hunger. 

Ten days within the tower, 
To make them far more fierce. 

And eager of their prey. 
To glnt themfelves with human gore. 

Upon this dreadful Jar. 

The appointed tune of torment. 

At length grew nigh at hand. 
When all the noble ladie* 

And barons of the land. 
Attended on the king. 

To foe this 'prentice flaia. 
And bnry'd in the Jiungry mawa 

Of thole fierce Irons twain. 
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Then in his ffairt of cam brick. 

With filks moll richly wrought^ 
This worthy London 'prentice 

Was from the prifon brought, . 
And to the lyons given 

To Jtanch their hanger great, 
Which had not cat is ten days fpace 

Not one ftnall bit of meat. 



Bat God that know* all ferrets. 

The matter ft> coirtriv'd. 
That by this young man's valour 

They were of life deprivM ; 
For being faint for food. 

They (Scarcely could withftaod 
The noble force and fortitude, 

And courage of his hand ; 



For when the hungry lyoiis. 

Had call on him their eyes, 
The elements did thunder 

With the echo of their" cryes: 
And running all amain 

His body to- devour, 
Into their ithroats he thraft his am 

With all his might and power: 
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From thence by manly valour. 

Their hearts he tow in funder. 
And at the king he threw them, 

To all the peoples wonder. 
This I have done, quoth he, 

For lovely England's fake. 
And for my country's maiden queen. 

Much more will undertake. 



But when the king perceived 

His wrathful lyons hearts, 
Afflifted with great terror, , 

His rigour foon reverts. 
And turned all his hate. 

Into remorfe and love 
And faid it u fame angel 

Sent down from heav'n above. 

No, no, I am no angel, 

The courteous young man faid, 
But born in famous England, 

Where God's word is obey'd; 
Amfted by the heavens, 

Who did me thus befriend. 
Or elfe they had moft cruelly 

Brought here my life to end. 



Cooyle __ 
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The ting. In Heart amazed 1 . 

Lift np his eyes to heaven 
And for his foul offences 

Did crave to be forgiven ; 
Believing that no land 

Like England may be feen, 
Mr people better govern'd 

By virtue of a queen. 

So taking op this yonng man. 

He pardon'd him his life, 
And gave his daughter to him. 

T6 be his wedded wifer 
Where then they did- remain. 

And live in quiet peace; 
la (pending of their happy days 

In. joy and rove'* intreafe* 
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The true lovers knot nntyM: being die right pat% 
whereby to adviie princely virgins how to behav* 
thcmfclvcj, by the example of the renowned princefi 
the lady Arabella, and the fecond fon of the Jctr4 
Seymour, late earl of Hertford. 

AS I to Ireland, did paft, 
I faw a ftiip at anchor lay. 
Another fhip likewife there was. 
Which from fair England took Iter way. 

This fliip that failM from fair England, 
Unknown unto onr gracious ting. 

The lord chief juMce did command, 
That they to London Hiould her bring. 

I then drew near, and fitw more plain. 

Lady Arabella in diftrefi. 
She wrung her hands, and wept amain. 

Bewailing of her heavinets. 
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When near fair London tower flic came. 
Whereas her landing place mould be. 

The king and queen with all their train. 
Did meet this lady gallantly. 

How now, Arabella, faid oar good king. 

Unto this lady ftrait did fay. 
Who hath firft try*d thee to this thing, 

That yon from England took your way? 

None but my felf, my gracious liege, 
Thefe ten long years I've been in love* 

With the lord Seymour's fecoftd fun. 
The earl of Hertford fo we prore : 

Fnll many a hundred pound I had 
In goods and livings in the land. 

Vet I have lands us to maintain, 

So much your grace doth underltand. 

My lands and livings fo well known 
Unto your books of majeity. 

Amount to tweivefcere pounds a week, 
B elides what I do give, quoth file. 

In gallant Derbyflrire likewife, 

I ninefcore beadimen maintain there. 
With hats and gowns and hoafeVent free. 

And every man live marks a year. 
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I never railed rent, laid the. 

Nor yet opprefs'd the tenant poor, 

I never did take bribes for fines., 
For why, I had enough before. 

Whom of your nobles will do fo. 
For to maintain the. corawoaality I 

Such multitudes would, never grow. 
Nor be fnch ftore- of poverty. 

I wonld I had a milk-maid been. 

Or born of foiae more low degree, 
Then I might have le»*d where I Iik'd, 

And no man could have hjmder'd i»e» 

Or wonld I were forae yeoman'* child. 
For to receive my portion now, 

According onto my degree. 
As other virgins whom X know. 

The higheft branch, that foari aloft, 
Needs mull belhade the myrtle-tree, 

Needs mult the diadow of them both. 
Shadow the third in his degree. 

But when the tree Is ent and gone. 
And from the ground is bore away. 

The loweft trie that there doth Hand, 
1b time may grow as high as they. 
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Once too I might have been a queen. 

But that I ever did deny, 
I knew your grace had right to th' crown, 

Be&re Elizabeth did dye. 

You of the eldeit after came, 

I of the fecond in degree. 
The earl of Hertford of the tlia-d, 

A man. of royal blood was he. 

And fo good night, my lbvereign liege. 
Since in the tower I molt lye, 

I hope your grace will condescend) 
That I may have my liberty. 

Lady Arabella, faid the king, 
I to your freedom would confent. 

If you would turn and go to chorea. 
There to receive the iacrament. 

And fo good night, Arabella fair. 
Our king, reply ed to her again, 

J will take councel of my nobility. 
That yon your freedom may obtain. 

Once more to prUbn muft I go. 

Lady Arabella then did fay, 
To leave my love breeds all my woe. 

The which will bring; my life's decay. 
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Lore is a knot none can tmknit. 

Fancy a liking of the heart. 
Him whom I love I can't forget, 

Tho' from his prefence I muil part. 

The meaneft people enjoy their mates, 

Bat I was born unhappily, 
For being crofsM by crnel fates, 

I want both love and liberty. 

But death t hope will end the ltrife, 
Farewel, farewel, my love, quoth the. 

Once I had thought to have been thy wife. 
But now am forc'd to part with thee* 

At this fad meeting Hie had canfe. 
In heart and mind to grieve full fore. 

After that time Arabella fair. 
Did never fee lord Seymour more. 
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A fervant's frirrow for the lofs of- his If te royal na&reCt 
queen Anne, who deccas'd at Hampton court the 2d 
of May. 1618. 

IN dole ind deep diilrrii 
Poor foul I;%Hng nuke my moan, 
A doom of,heayinefs 

Contains my heayy.]iear( « grWn 
Then hpplefs I 
That thus mull cry 
Againft thofe fillers three. 
Which, to my pain, 
Her life hath ta'en 
That late did comfort me. 

In fable weed) I mourn. 

My prince's abfence to condole, 
, Who never can return 

Unto my fad forikken foul. 
Yet will I ihow 
The grounds of woe, 
Of fuch as mourners be, 
For forrowing care 
Will be my fliare, 
When none will comfort me. 



My 
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My golden fun is fled, , 

- And cleareft day befet' with' clo^l',' 
A hollow ftieet of lead 

My late beloved priniefs (Hrou'ds". 

For whofe Tweet fake 

This moan I make. 
As all the world may fee. 

There is no joy, 

But in' annoy' j' 
Then who can comfort me ? 



With grief I wafte away, 

Remembring of my gracious queen j 
We fervants all may fay. 
And witnefs well what ihe hath, bcerf/ 

A prince fs kind,: 

Of royal mindj 
Adorn 'd with courtefy; 

But now a grave 

Her grace will have, 
And none will, comfort me. 

Oh let my ireful cries 

To fadnefs court and coon'try movei ' 
No mourning may fuffice 

To tell my deap afieftTnglove; 
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Nor words of woe 

Cannot well {how, 
The griefs that fettled be 

Within my breaft, 

So much diftreft. 
That none can comfort me. 



Yet mourners there be ftore 

Of kings, of ftates, and princes high, 
Who fadly do deplore 
The want of that fweet majefty: 

Who fpent her days 

In virtuous ways. 
And doing good, we fee : 

Her liberal hand 

Adorn'd this land, 
Which much doth comfort me. 

My fovereigr. lord king James, 

Lamenting moans his turtle dear> 
And princely Charles out-ftrcams 
Fall many a fad and forrowfal tear: 

So as that race 

Of royal grace 
And blooms of majefty. 

Conjoin in one, 

For to make moan. 
Yet none will comfort me. 
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The Palfgrave of the Rhine, 

With Denmark's malt true honoured king, 
Unto fad furrow's ftirine. 

Some facrificing tears mil bring : 

Elizabeth 

Thy mother's death 
A mournful news will be. 

To £11 thofe courts 

With fad reports. 
Yet no man comforts me. 

Me thinks the Netherlands, 

And German princes of her kin, 
Pofleit with forrow Hand, 
And fadly thus their grief begin : 

Farewel, adieu. 

Sweet queen fo true, 
Thy life much mifs'd will be; 

For rich and poor 

Fed on thy flore. 
But now none comforts me. 

Where'er her highnef* went. 

Sweet bounty frankly me beflow'd, 

The gifts that God her lent, 
Unto the world fhe nobly fhow'd : 
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With many wavi 

Advanced her praife. 
So full of good was flic ; 

The which did move 

All men to lore. 
But now none comforts me. 



Yon ladies fair and fine, 

Attendants on this royal queen, 
Her grace is made divine 

On this dull earth not to be feen, 

Her foul is flown. 

Up to the throve 
Where angels reigning be, 

WhilftJ aspire 

To vain defire. 
For now none comforts me. 

Oh blefled be that mould 

Which fhall contain fo fweet a ^rfsje, 
Keep fafe the fame inroll'd, 

Un touch 'd, unfeen by mortal eves. 

Till from this earth 

A fecond birth 
Of newnefs framed be, 

And till that hoar 

Preferve this flower, 
Whofe goodnefi comforts me. 



A queen 
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A queen and mother fear, 

A wife, a daughter to a king, 
A filler royal here. 
And grahdom as ijnown doth ring : 

Which rich bom fame , 

Hath grac'd her name. 
Though all now buried be. 

Yet after- day 3 

Shall found her praife ; 
Which greatly coin forts me. 



An -Excellent fong made of die fucceffors of king 
Edward IV. 

WHEN as the king of England dy'd, 
Edward the fourth by name ; 
He had two Tons of tender yean. 

For to fuccecd the fame : 
Then Richard duke of Gloocefler 

Defiling kingly fway, 
Devis'd by treafon how to make 
H» nephews both away. 



M 
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He with the duke of Buckingham 

Did clofely then contrive 
How he auto the Ertglifh crown 

Might happily atchieve : 
Betwixt them both they laid a'plot. 

And both together went 
To Stony Stratford, where they met 

Oar king incontinent. 



This fweet young king did entertain 

His uncle lovingly, 
Not thinking of their Jecret drift, 

And wicked treachery ; 
Bnt when the duke of Buckingham 

To fet abroach the thing. 
Began a quarrel for the once. 

With them that kept the king. 

And there they did arreft lord Gray, 

The brother to the queen, 
Her other brother lord Rivers, 

In durance then was feen : 
Sir Thomas Vanghan they likewife 

Did then and there arreft ; 
Thus was the king of all his friends 

On fuddcn difpoffeft- 
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The king doth for hia uncles plead* 

And would their fnreties he : 
But both theft dukes would in no cafe 

To his reqneft agree. 
In brief theft noblemen were lent 

To Pomfret caftle foon, 
Where fecretly and fuddenly 

They there to death were doom. 



Then forth they brought the king alone. 

To London with great (peed-, 
Ufing perflations in fuch fort, 

Not to millike their deed : 
.But when to London he was come. 

For him they had prepar'd 
The bifhop's palace there to hold, 

fiat fafely under guard. 

And 1 then duke Richard takes on him 

The keeping of the king, 
Naming himfelf lord protestor. 

His purpofe about to bring ; 
Deviling how to get in hold 

The other brother too. 
The which the cardinal undertook 

Fall cunningly to do. 
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Th e cardinal then all is hafle 

Unto the queen did come, 
tffing perfu.ifitms in fncn fort, 

He got the other fon : 
And then they both incontinent 

Unto the Tower were fent, 
After which time they ne'er cane forth. 

For death did them prevent. 



Pake Rkhard luring found the meant 

To work thefe princes death, 
Bid caofe James Tirril'a hired men 

Fall ibon to Hop their breath: 
Ides Forreft and James Drghttnf born, 

Thefe wicked croef men. 
Were made the inffruments of blood, 

To work the niutther then. 

T&efe prince* lying In their bed. 

Being tweedy arm in arm, 
Kot thinking of this vile intent. 

Or meaning any harm : 
Thefe villains in their feathered-be* 

Did wrap them up in halts, 
And with the clentha did (mother tnettt. 

Till life and breath was pa*. 
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Bnt when they were fo nuir thertd. 

Where laid no man did know t 
But mark the judgment of the Lord 

Did (harp revenge Toon fbow. 
Betwixt the dukn within fliort fpace. 

Such difcoid there wni bscd. 
That Buckingham to nktfc the km*;. 

Wu fore'd to lofe hit head. 



Then Richard in Ma kingly font. 

No reft nor eafe could find. 
The murther of hit nephewi dad 

So fore torment his mind t 
He never could take quiet reft. 

His life he ftill did fear; 
His hand njtoo bin dagger wis, 

And none might com* hi» new. 



At length the earl of I 

With fuch a piiiflant hand. 
That this ufnrping king wa» fore'd 

In his defence to ftand : 
And meeting him in Hofworth field. 

They fought with heart rntt rain, 
Bat God (for flwdding petneet blood) 

Caus'd Richard to. bo flaw. 
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Then being dead upon a horfe. 

Naked as he was born. 
His flefli Tore cut and mangled. 

His hair all rent and torn. 
And then earl .Richmond worthily, 

For this his deed of tame, 
Of England he was crowned king, 

Henry the feventh by name. 

From whofe mofi royal loins did fpring 

That famous king of might, 
Henry the eighth, whofe worthy deeds 

Oar chronicles recite : 
Who dying left his land and crown 

To Edward his fweet fon : 
Whofe gracious reign all England rn'd. 

His time lb loon was ran. 



His filter Maty did faceted, 

Next princefs in this land. 
Bat in her time blind ignorance 

Againft God's truth did ftand : 
Which cap fed many a martyr's blood 

Be flied in rueful. cafe; 
Bat God did England's woes regard, 

And tnra'd thole Arams to grace. 
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At length die other lifter came, 

Elizabeth, late queen; 
And Ihe reliev'd her fubjefts heart* 

From grief and forrow clean : 
She fpent her days in peace and joy. 

And dy'd God's fervant true. 
And now enjoys a place in heaven, 

Amongft the bleued crew- 
Next her fucceeding mighty Jamet, 

Like wife of Henry's race. 
His majefty with royal right, 

Deferves this worthy place ; 
Whofe progeny God long preferre. 

This kingdom for to fway. 
And fend all fubjefts loyal hearts, 

Tlicir fovereigii to obey. 
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XXVT. 

On the Sea Fight ctf Cape la Ftogne in tfce y## i6<js. 

?3/ engagement •which motet the fabjti? ef this yery pa- 
pular ballad, it very accurately Jtfcribtd in fht lUtmtirt sf 
Great Britain ami Ireland, by Sir Job* Dalrymplc. Set 
>. 205. 

THURSDAY in the mora the idea of May; 
Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two ; 
Brave RufTel did difcern by dawn of day, 

The lofty fails of France advancing now : 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliih valour fluac. 
Let fly a culverin, the fignal for the line. 
Let every hand fnpply his gun, 

Follow me, and you'll fee. 
That the battle will be foon begun. 

Toumlle on the main triumphant rowl'd. 

To meet the gallant Ruffel in combat on the deep; 
He led the noble train of heroes bold. 

To fink the Englilh admiral at Ms feet : 
Now every valiant mind to viftory doth afpire. 
The bloody fight's begun, the fea itfelf on fire; 

And mighty Fate flood looking on, 
Whilft a flood all of blood, 

Fill'd the fcup'r-holet of the Royal Sun. 

Sulphur, 
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Sulphur, finoke and fire diftnrb'd the air, 

With thunder and wonder affright the Gallick flu*e ; 
Their regulated bands flood trembling near. 

To fee the lofty dreamers now no more ; 
At fix o'clock the red, the. fmiling victors led. 
To give a. fecond blow, the fatal overthrow; 

Now death and horror equal reign. 
Now they cry, run or die, 

Britifh colours rid the vanquilh'd mala* 

See they fly amax'd through rocks and lands, 

One. danger they grafp at to Ihnn the greater £aej 
In toum they cry for aid to weeping lands, 

The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft eftate : 
Kor evermore adieu thou Royal daizling Sun, . 
Krom thy untimely end thy. matter's fate begun ; 

Enough thou mighty king of war. 
Now we frag blefs the king, 

l,t t. na drink to every Englilh. tar. 
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Admiral Vernon's anfiver to Admiral Hofier's Ghoft. 
Written is 1740. By John Price, a land-waiter in 
the port of Poole. 



In Dr. Percy'i Reliquts of Ancient Poetry, vol. X. p. 376, 
it snferted an admirable ballad, intituled, Hofier's Ghoft, an 
Addrefs to Admiral Vernon, in Porto Bello harbonr; the 
pradiiclhtt of Mr, Glover, author ofLeonidai. " In April 
" 1726, admiral Hofier mil fent with a ftrone feet into 
" tie Spanijh Weft India, to block up the galleons in tit 
•■ Spanijh ports, but ivai refrained by hie orders from 
" obeying the diSates of hie courage. He continued cruix- 
" ing in theft feat, -when feeing great numbers of bit offi- 
" ceri and 'men falling facrifices to an unhealthy climate, and 
" himfelf made the Jport of the enemy, is faid to bavt died 
** of a broken heart."— -The ballad concludes. 



" O'er thefe loaves for ever mourning, 
" Shall iue ream deprived of reft, 
" If to Britain's ft/ores returning, 
" Ton niglicl my fad rtqueft. 
" After this proud foe fubduing, 
*' When your patriot friends you fet ; 
il -_Think on vengeance for my ruin, 
" And for England ft/am' din mt." 
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HOSIER! with, indignant forrow. 
I have heard thy mournful talc ; 
And, if heav'n- permit, to-morrow 
Hence our warlike fleet wall fail. 
O'er thefe hostile waves, wide roaming, 

We will urge our bold design, 
With the blood of thowfaoda foaming,. 
For onr county's wrongs and thing, 



On that day, when each brave fellow. 

Who now triumphs here with ine. 
Storm 'd and plunder'd Porto-Bello, 

All my thoughts were full of thee. 
Thy difaft'rous fate alarmM me ; 

Fierce thy image gTar'd on high. 
And with gen'rous ardour warm'd me, 

To revenge thy fall, or die. 

From their lofty mips, ' defending, 

Thro' the flood, in firm array, 
To the deftin'd city .bending. 

My lov'd. tailors, work'd. their way. 
Strait the for, with horror trembling, 

Quits in hafle his batterM walls ; 
And in accents., uiirti#eml>liiig, 

A> ^ Aacn*- for mercy -call*. • 
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Carthagena, toVring wonder I 

At the daring deed difmay'd, 
Shall erelong by Britain's thunder, 

Smoaking in the deft be laid. 
Thou, and thefe pale fpc&res fweeping, 

Reftlefs, o'er this watry round, 
Whole wan cheeks are ftain'd with weeping, 

Plcas'd ihall liflen to the foaud. 

Still remeinb'ring thy fad ftory. 

To thy injnr'd ghoft I (wear. 
By my hopes of future glory. 

War (hall be my conftant care : 
And I ne'er will ceafe purfuing, 

Spain's proud Ions front fea to fea, 
With juft vengeance for thy ruin. 

And for England fham'd in thee. 



xxvnr. 

A fon'g, by Paul Whitehead, Efq. 

The fellmuing "ballad was fang by Mr. Beard, at tit 
Tbialre Royal in Covtnt Garden, in Deetnhcr, *759> i* 
the charaBer cf a recruiting ferjiant . It may be atnfidtre/ 
Mi a poetical rtgifttr of Brilijb fucccfftl in that war. 

" When Britain fought, and triumph' d o'er ber foe, 
" rViert-ver raWi could ivaft, er -wattri flew." 

Jn 
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IN ftory we're told 
How our monarch* of old 
O'er France fpread their royal domain ; 
But no annals can fliow 
Their pride laid fi> low, 
Ai when brave George the Second did reign. 

Of Roman and Greek 

Let fame no more fpeak. 
How their arms the old world did fubdue ; 

Tnro' the nations around 

Let our trumpets now found 
How Britons have conquer' d the new* 



Bail, weft, north, and fouth. 
Our cannons' loud month 

Shall the right of our monarch 
On America's ftrand 
Amherft limits the land, 

Bofcawen gives law on the mai 
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Each port and each town 

We will make our awn. 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, Niagar, 

Guadeloupe, Senegal, 

Quebec's mighty fall 
Shall prove we've no equal in war. 



Though Con/Luw did boafl 

He'd conquer our coaft. 
Our thunder loon made monnenr mate j 

Brave Hewlce wiiig-il hi* way. 

Then pounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Englifh falute. 



AtMinden, you know, ' 

How we conquer M the foe. 
While homeward their army now (teals, 

Though, they ciyM, 'B?itirh bands ■' 

Are too hard fbr oof haHdi, " "" 
Begar we can beat them in heels. 

While our heroes from home 

For laurels ;now roam. 
Should the flat-bottom boats but appear. 

Our militia Shall fhew ,' : ,. , 

No wooden-(hoe foe : , , 

Can with freemen in battle compare. 



„Googk 



OLD IALIADS. 165 

Our-rorruKea ond'Sves, •■ 

Our Chil<h-en and wives, ." > -- . 

To defend ij Hkt time new or aesw j 

Then let each voUatiw 

To the drum-head repair, 
King George and Old -England for -ever. 



XXIX. 

The complaint and lamentation of Miflrefle. Arden of 
Feverlham in Kent, who for theloue of one Mo/bir, 
hired certaine ruffians .and vjllaine.s mpft cruelly to 
murder her huiband ; .with the tat all end of hw and 
her aflbciats. 

This ballad is reprinted from an old black letter ttfy. *fbt 
event upon •which it is founded was a realfeS •which hap- 
pened in ibt rtignofMmiy V1U. In thfftar 1599, .a play 
•was written on the fubjtfl, .•which •was reprinted in 1639, 
and finct in 1730, wt\th a prefaet •wherein tbt pub liftxr of- 
fers fimc riafim to induce us to afiribt H U Sbakefpeartl 
A few years fine?, George LUU, the author cf George Harny 
•well, aid other dramatic pieces, made fame alterations in it, 
and it was performed a fistfi' night- at Drurj Lam, rwitha 
prologue and epilogue^ written, .as we have been informed, 
by Dr. John Hoadley. For an account of the eirtumfinniA 
of the Murder -iohirh cer.aJiorsediothiJufUy and, ballad, Ja 
Moiling/bead, and Jtmb'j Hiflaiy.effey.ujhQBf.,. , 

M 3 AH 
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AH me, vile wretch, that ener I was borne. 
Making my felfe onto the world a fcorne ; 
And to'my friends and kindred all a ihame, 
Blotting their blood by my unhappy name. 

Unto a gentleman of wealth and fame, 
(One matter Arden, he was call'd by name) 
I wedded was with ioy and great content. 

Lining at Feuerfliam in i'atnons Kent. 

In lone we liu'd, and great tranquillity, 

Until I came in Molbie's company, 

Whole fugred tongne, good Ihape, and lonely looks, 

Soone won my heart, and Arden's lone forfooke. 

And ljuing thus in foule adultery, 
Bred in my hufband caufe of iealoufie. 
And left the world our aflions Ihonld bewray, 
Wee did content to take his life away. 

To London falre my lie/band was to ride, 
But ere he went I poyfon did prouide, 
Got of a painter which I promifed 
That Moftie's fitter Sufanhe Jhonldwed. 

Into his broth I then did pnt the fame, 
He Hk't it not when to the board it came, , 
Saymg, There's fomething in it is, not found. 
At which' lnrag"d, I flung it OB the ground. 
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Yet ere, he went, his man I did coniure. 

Ere they came home, to make his mailer Aire, ■ 

And mnrder hint, and for his faith and paine, 

Sufan, and ftore of gold that he mould gaine. 

Yet I mifdoubting Michael's conftancy. 
Knowing a neighbour that was dwelling by, v 

Which to my hulband bore no great good will. 
Sought to incenle him hb deare blood to fpill. 

His name was Greene;. O mailer Greene (quoth 1) - . 
My hulband to you hath done iniury, 
For which I forry am with all my heart. 
And how he wrongeth me I will impart. 

He keepes abroad moll wicked company. 
With whores and qucanes, and bad fociety : 
When he cornea home, he beats me fides and head, 
That I do wifli that one of us were dead. 

And now to London he is rid to roare, - 
I would that I might never fee him more : 
Greene then incenft, did vow to be my friend, 
And of his life he foon would make an end. 

O mailer Greene, fajd I, the danger's gteat, ; 
Yon mufl be drcumfpeft to doe this feat ; 
To aft the deed your felfe there is no need, - 
But hire foine villained, they will doe the deed. 

M + Ten 
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Ten pounds lit giae them to'attempt this thing, 
And twenty more when cfcftaine riewe.i they tiring, 
That he is dead, beGdes Hebe your friend. 
In honeft courtefie till life doth end. 

Greene vow'd to- doe it ; then away he went. 

And met tiro villaines that did life in Kent, 

To rob and murder upon Shooter's-hill, 

The one call'd Shakebag, t* other nam'd Black Will, 

Two fach like villaines hell did never hatch, 
For twenty angels they made vp the match. 
And forty more when they had done die deed. 
Which made them fweare, they'd do it with al fpeed. 

Then up to London presently they hye, 
Where maficr Arden in 'Paul's church they fpy. 
And -waiting for his coming forth' that night, 
By a fringe chance of him they' then 'loft fight. 

For where thefe villaines Rood and made their flop, 
A prentice He was (hutting vp his (hop, 
The window falling light on Black Will's head. 
And broke it fonndly , that apace it bled. 

Where ftraight he made a brabble and a eoyle. 
And my fweet Arden he pall by the while ; 
They miffing him, another plot did lay, 
And meeting Michael, thai to him they fay : 
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Thou Jenowft that we mult packe thy mailer hence. 
Therefore confent and further our pretence, 
At night when as your mailer goes to bed, 
Leaue ope the doores, he (hall be murthered. 

And lb he did, yet Arden could not fleepe, . 
Strange drcaxnes and vifions in his fenfes creepe. 
He dreamt the doores were ope, and villaines came. 
To murder him, and 'twas the very fame. 



The SECOND PART. 

HE rofe and Ihnt the doore, his man he blaines. 
Which cunningly he ftrait this attfwer frames, 
I was fo fleepy that I did forget. 
To locke the doores, I pray you pardon it, 

Next day thefe ruffians met this man againe. 
Who the whole ftory to them did explaine. 
My mafter will in towne no longer ftay. 
To-morrow you may meete him on the way, 

Next day his bufinefle being finilhed. 

He did take horfe, and homeward then he rid. 

And as he rid, it was his hap as then. 

To ouertake lord Cheiney and his men. 
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With Oil otjitiom. they each other greet, 
I am full glad your honour for fo meet, 
Ardcn did fay ; then did the lord reply. 
Sir, I am glad of your good company. , 

And being that we homeward are to ride, 
I haue a fuite that muft not be denide. 
That at my houfe yoole fup and lodge alfo. 
To Feueribam thii night yon mull not goc- 

Then Ardeu anfwered with this courteous fpeech. 
Your honour's pardon now I doe befeech, 
I made a vowe, if God did giue me life. 
To fvp and lodge with Alice my toning wile. 

Well, (aid my lord, your oath hath got the day. 
To-morrow come and dine with me, I pray, 
Be wait upon your honour then (faid he) 
And iafe he went amongft this company. 

On Raymon Downe, as they did paile this way. 
Black Will and Shakebag they in arobulh lay, . 
Bat durfi not touch him, caufe of the great traine. 
That my lord had : that were they croft againe. 

With horrid oaths thefe ruffians gan to fweare^ 
They ftampe and curft, and tore their locks of haire. 
Saying, fome angel furely him did keepe* 
Yet TOw'd to murthei him ere they did fleepe. 

Now 
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Now all this while my huiband was away, 
Mofby and I did rene! night and day; 
And Sufan, which my waiting- maiden was, 
My loan owne lifter, knew how all did paflc. 

Bat wlicn I faw my Arden was not dead, . 
I wekom'd him, but with a heavy head J 
To bed he went, and flcpt fecure from hartnes. 
But I did wilh my Mofby in my armes. 

Yet ere he flept, he told me he mnft goe 

To dinner to my lord's, hee'd haue it fo j 

And that fame night Black Will did fend me word. 

What lucke bad fortune did to them afford. 

I fern him word, that he next day would dine 
At the lord Cheinies, and would rife berime. 
And on the way their purpofe might fulfill, 
Well He reward you, when that you him kill. 

Next morne betimes, before the breake of day. 
To take him napping then, they took their way ; 
But fuch a mift and fog there did arife. 
They could not fee although they had fourc eyei. 

Thus Arden fcap'd thefe villaines where they lay. 
And yet they heard his horfe goe by that way, 
I thinke (faid Will) fome fpirit is his friend, 
Come life or death, I vow to fee his end. 



— 



Then to my honfr die^ ftrair fid take their way, 
Telling me how they nriffetl of their prey ; 
Then prefently-we (lid together gree, 
At nighrat -home -that ■hcflioold murdered be. 

Mofty and J, and sH, onr plot thus lay, 
That he at tables mould with Arden play, - 
, Black Will and Sakebag they themTelves Ihoirfd hide, 
Until that Motby he a watch-ward -aride. 

Tbe word wbj this whereon we did agree. 
Now (mailer Arden) 1 hane taken ye: 
Wnetothat word, and woe onto us all, 
Which bred confufton and our fudden 'fall. 

When he came home, moft welcome him I made, 
Andludas like, I kiit whom I bet raid e, 
Mofby and he together went to play, 
For I on porpofe did the tables lay. 

Aad as they plaid the word was ftraig'-.tway fpokc, 
Bbckc "Will and Sakebag out the comer broke, '" 
„ And with a towell backwards pul'd him downe. 
Which made me think they how my ioyes did crown*. 

With fwords and knives they flabb^d him to the heart, 

Mcfhy and I Hid Hkewife aft our part. 
And Uieii his body ftraight we did conuey 
Behind the abbey in the field he lay. 
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And then by jufl^.we were- ftr^hr cood'aa'd, . .... 
Each of us- .Ctjpf vnta a ihaweleffi: end. . , 
for God our fecrot dealings (bone did fpy, , 

And brought to light out fluunrfnD villainy. 

Thus have you heard of Arden's tragedy, 
It i-eib to fliow yon how the reft did die : 
His wife at Canterbury flie was burnt. 
And all her flelh and bones to afhes tura'A. 

Molby and his fair fifter they were brought 
To London for the trefpafle they had wrought, 
& SWiith'fleM pn a gibbet they did die, 
A iuit reward for alX'their villainie. 

Michael and BAdfllaw, Which a goldfraith ra; 1 
That knew oFfctteri Mncnrrom them did pafle, ■ 
At Feuerfham were hanged both m chaines. 
And well rewar**ftr their- ferfirfuif pa bee.' ' '' - 

The painter fled none knowes ■' Kbw'nfc- did fpeeJ, " ' ' I 
Shakebag in ScuthWrfc he-io death did' Meed; '' 
For as he thought to ftftpfe and run away. 
He fnddenly was murdered' in a fray. 

In Kent at Ofbridge Gi«ene oWfirffer death, 
Hang'd on a gibbet ne"4Hd4ofc 'his breath: ' ■' 
Blacke Will at ilnllrlng'Un- k ftago did burn*, 
Thus each one came ontoAIs endrby turner 1 ' : 
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And thus my ftory I conclude and end. 
Praying the Lord that he his grace will fend 
Upon ns all, and keep us all from ill. 
Amen fay all; if *t be thy blefied will. 



The lamentable fong of the lord Wigmore, ^govemour 
of Warwick-caftle, and the fair maid of punfmore. 

IN Warwickihire there ftaadi-a down,: I ■ ■ i . ■_' 
And Dun (more- heath it hath to name, 

Adjoining to a country town. 

Made famp.ua I»y a maiden's name: . , 

FairlfabeHhe named.wat, . ,, ,_ . . , .; .. ,., , 

A fliepherd'a daughter, asfonie fay;.-. 

To Wigmore*! ears her fame did pafa. 
As he in Warwick-cattle lay. ■ 

Poor love-nck lord immediately; ,. - ". j 
Upon her fame fet his delight.; , < . , 

And thought much pleafurc fore did ^ye ., ,/ 
Poffeffing of fo fair a wight. .,...., 
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Therefore to Dunfinore did repair, '■ 

To recreate his fickly mind t 
Where in a Cummer's erefting fair, 

Hii chance was Ifabel to find. 



She fat amidft a n 

Mod richly fpread with fmelling flowers. 
And by a river ihe was ieen 

To fpend awayifosne evening hour*. 

There laid this maiden all alone,' 
Warning her feet in fecret wife. 

Which virgin fair to look upon 
Did much delight his loving eye*. 

She thinking not to: be cfpy'd, '■ 
Had laid from her her country tint 

The Irenes of her hair, unty'd. 
Hung glittering lake the golden wire* 

And as the flakes of winter fnow. 
That lye ununited on the plaina. 

So white her body *as in (how j 
Like filver 4ptihg* did run her veins. 

He, raviflu with'this' pteafaiit fight, 

Stood as a man amazed' ft ill i 
Suffering his .eyes to take delight, 

That never thought they had their fill. ■ 
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She blinded their afcteana fo, 

That reafon's rules wew led iway,; 

And love the coal*. of left did blow. 
Which to a fire named high. 

And though he knew the- fin was great. 

It barned to within bin breaft. 
With futh a vehement fcurthiag heaB, 

That none bw Qu could land him reft. 

Lord Wtgmore being, thus dwwa'd in lad, 

By liking of this dainty- damr; 
He call'd a fervant of peat truft, 

Inquiring ftraigot what washer qaaaet 

She is, qnoth he, no named wife. 
But a mephenfr daughter ai yon foe* 

And with her father leads- her life, 
Whofe ilweHings. by them panares be; 

Her name is Ifabel, th# fair. 

Then flay, quotkhs; and fpetk MhJBOM* 
But to my caftle ftraight Ker bear, 

Her fight hath wounded me full ft**. - 

Thus to lord Wigmore lhe was. brought, 
Who with delight his fancierr-fed-. 

And through his fuit fuch means he wrought, 
That he entk'd her M hit bed. 
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This being done, incontinent 

She did return from whence the came. 
And every day flic did invent 

To cover her received Qiame. 

But ere three months were fully pair. 
Her crime committed plain appears ; 

Unto lord Wigmorc then in hafte 

She long comphun'd with weeping tears. 

Lord Wigmore, that I have dehl'd 
And fpotted my pare virgin's bed j 

Behold I am conceiv'd with child. 
To which vile folly yoa me led. 

For now this deed that I have wrought 
Throughout the country well is known. 

And to my woful parents brought. 
Who now for me do make great moan. 

How (hall I look them in the face, 

When they my fhamelefs felf lhall feci 

O curfed Eve, I feel thy cafe, 
When thou hadft tailed of the tree. 

Thou Mdit thyfelf, and fo mttft I, 
Bat God thy trefpafs quickly fonnd ; 

No dark may hide me from God's eye. 
Bat leave my fliame ftill to abound. 

Vol. H. N 
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Wide open arc mine eyes to link 

Upon my fad imd. heavy &o : 
And quite unclafped is the book. 

Where my a 



This fin of mine deCsrvefk death, 
But judge lord Wigmore I am Ae, 

For I have trod a ftrnmpet'a path, 
And for the £ntte I needs not dtt, 

Belpotted with reproachfal frame 
To ages following fliafl t be. 

And in records be writ nwfal*me; 
Lord Wigmore this is long «jf thee. 

Lord Wigmore, pvofavte at tfcy feet, 

I crave my ;«ft deferved doom. 
That death may cnt of from the root 
This body, blos&tn, branch and Mown. 

Let modefty, accurfe this crone, 

Let love and law, and nature fpedfc. 

Was ever any wretch yet fees 

That in one inAutt all did brtmki 

Then Wigmore Janice an me fbjewv 
For thus contenting to ihb *&, 

Give me my death, for that if d«t 
To fnch as fin in fuch a taft. 
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O that the womb had been my grave, 
Or I had perifli'd in my birth, 

O that fame day may darknefs have. 
Wherein I firft drew vital breath. 

Let God regard it not at all. 
Let not the fun upon it ihine. 

Let mifty darknefs on it fall, 
For to make known this fin of mine. 

The night wherein I was conceiv'd. 
Let he acuurft with awiwafid cries, 

Let twinkling ftarc from flry feercav'd. 
And clouds of darknefs thereon 'rile, 

Becaofe they flint not up their powers. 
That gave the paffage to my lift. 

Come forrowy finilh up my boors, 
And let my time here end with grief. 

And having made this wofnl moan, 
A knife (he fnatched from her fide J 

Lucretia's part was rightly -frown. 
For with the lame fair Ifabel Afl. 

Whereat lord Wigmore grieved fore, 

A heart repenting his ami Is, 
And after would attempt no more 

To crop the flower of maidens Mifi'j 

N % 



>,GoogIe 



,80 OLD BALLADS. 

Bat lived long in wofol wife, 

Till dealt did finim np his days. 

And now in Ifabel's grave. he lyes. 
Till judgement comes them both to raife. 



XXXI. 
HEN GIST »»» M E Y: 

,/^iUi «r, /.. «ftV farm " «>"*< "» «%.»". 



I 



N ancient day*, when Arthur reign'd, 
_ . Sir Elmer had no peer '. 
And no young knight in all the land 

The ladies lov'd fo dear. 

Hi> nfter Mey, the faireft maid 

Of all the virgin train, 
Won every heart at Arthur'* court. 

But all their lore was vain. 

In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow»d. 
Her heart they could not move : 

Yet at the evening how of prayer 
Her mind wai lol in love; 
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The abbefs faw, the abbefs knew, 

And urg'd her to explain ; 
O name the gentle youth to me. 

And his confent I'll gain. 

Long urg'd, long tir'd, fair Mey reply*. v 

His name how can I fay ? 
An angel from the field* above 

Has rapt my heart away. 

But once, alas, and never more. 

His lovely form I fpied, 
One evening by the founding (hare. 

All by the greenwood fide : 

His eyes to mine the love confefl, 
That glow'd with mildeft grace i 

His courtly mein and purple veft 
Befpoke his princely race. 

Bat when he heard my brother's horn 

Fan to his Ihips he fled ; . 
Yet while I fleep his graceful form 

Still hovers round my bed. 

Sometimes all clad in armour bright, 

He makes a warlike lance ; 
And now in courtly garments dight, 

He leads the fprightly dance. 

N 3 
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His hair is black as raven's wine* 

His (kin as Chriitiuas (how. 
His cheeks outvie thcbluih of mem. 

His lips like rofp-bsds gjotv. 

His limbs, his arms, hit ttatane, Djap'tl 

By nature's finr.il' hand;; 
His fparkling eye* declare him bom 

To love and to command. 

The live-long year feir Mey hemoan'd 

Her hopelefs pining love : 
But when the- balmy (being xtar a'$. 

And fumrner cloathM the grave j 

All ronnd by.plealaae Hamfter. fide 

The Saxon banners, flew, 
And to fir Elmer's caAle gates 

The fpear-tnen cane- in view. 

Fair bluthTd the morn when Mey, leok'd c»'er 

The cattle-wall fo (been ; 
And, lo, the warlike Saxon youth 

Were fporting oa. toe green. 

There Hengift, Ofc's eideft &m, 

Lean'd on his barnifli'd lance, 
And all the armed youth around 

Obey'd his manly glance. 
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His locks a* black as raven's wing 

Adown his flioulders flow'd, 
His cheeks outvied the blufli of mom. 

His lips like rofe-buds glow'd. 

And Iboa the lovely form of Mey 

Has caught hin piercing eyes : 
He gives the figo, the hands retire, 

While big with love he figha. 

Oh thou, for whom I dar'd the feas, 

And come with peace or war ; 
Oh, by that crofs that veils thy bre&ft. 

Relieve thy lover's «a»l 

For thee I '11 quit my father's throne. 

With thee the wilds explore ; 
Or with thee lhare the Britilh crown, 

With thee the crofs adore. 

Beneath the timorous virgin- blufii,. 

With love's loft warmth fhe glows : 
So blufhing thro' the dews of mora 

Appears the opening, roie. 

'Twas now the hour of morning prayer. 

When pien their fins bewail. 
And Elmer heard king Arthur's horn 

Shrill founding thro' the dale. 

N + The 
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The pearly tears from' Mcy 's bright eyes 

Like April dew-drops fell, 
When with a parting dear embrace 

Her brother bade farewell. 

The crofs with fparkling diamonds bright 
That veil'd her fnowy breafi. 

With prayers to heaven, her lily bands 
Have fact on Elmer's veft. 

Now, with five hundred bowmen true. 
He's march' d acrofs the plain. 

Till with hu gallant yeomandrie 
He join'd king Arthur's train. 

Full forty thoufand Saxon fpears 
Came glittering down the hill, 

And with their Ihonts and clang of arms 
The diilant valleys £11. 

Old Ofta, dreft in Odin's garb, 

Alium'd the hoary god ; 
Aod Hengift, like the warlike Thor, 

Before the horfemen rode. 

With dreadful rage the combat burns, 

The captains fttont amain ; 
And Elmer's tall victorious fpear 

Far glances o'er the plain. 
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To flop its eourfe young Hen gift flew 

Like lightning o'er the field ; 
And foon his eyes the well-known crofs 

On Elmer's veil beheld. 

The flighted lover fwell'd his breatt. 

His eyes flwt living fire, 
And all his martial heat before 

To this was mild defire. 

On his imagin'd rival's front 

With whirlwind {peed he prefi. 
And glancing to the fun, his fword ■ 

Kefounds on Elmer's crcll. 

The foe gave way, the princely youth 

With needlefii rage puriu'd, 
Till trembling in his cloven helm 

Sir Elmer's javelin flood. 

He bow'd his head, flow dropt his fpear. 
The reins Jli.pt through his hand, , . 

And ftain'd with blood, his ftately corfe 
Lay breathlefs on the Jtrand. 

O bear me off, fir Elmer cried. 

Before my painful fight 
The combat fwims — yet Hengift's veil 

I claim as victor's right. 
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Brave Hen gift 'a, fall the Savons- (aw. 

And all in terror fled. 
The bowmen to the cattle gates. 

The bold £r Elmer led. 

Oh wafli my wounds, my filler dear,, 

O pull this Saxon dart. 
That whizzing front young Hengift's arm 

Hat almoft pi ere' d my heart. 

Yet in my hall his veil lhall hang, 

And Britons yet unborn 
Shall with the trophies of to-day 

Their folemn feafts adorn. 

All trembling Mey beheld the veft ; 

Oh, Merlin, loud fhe cried, 
Thy words are trae — my ffanghterM love 

Shall have a- breatHeft bride- f 

Oh, Elmer, Elmer, boaft no more 

That low my Hrngift lies ! 
O, Hengift, cruel was thine arm ; 

My brother bleeds and 1 dies ! 

She fpake — the rofes left her cheek, 

And life's warm fpii its fled : 
So nipt by winter's lingering Wails, 

The fnow-drop bowl the head. 
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Yet parting life one ftruggle gave, 
" She lifts her languid eyes ; 
" Return, my Hengift, oh return. 
My flaughter'd love !" flie cries. 

Oh — ftill he lives — he fmiles again. 

With all his grace he moves : « 

I' cqsw™- I come, where bow nor {pear 

Shall mosc (ttftnib oar loves.— 

She fpake — flic died. The Saxon dart 

Was drawn front Elmer's fide 5 
And thrice he call'd his after Me-y, 

And thrice he groan'd, and. di'd. 

Where in the dale a mofe-grown eoo& 

O'erlhade* an aged thorn, 
Sir Elmer's and young Hengiii's corfe 

Were by the fpeamten borne ; 

And there all clad in robes of whitev 

With many a ugh and bear. 
The village maids to Hengift-'s grare 

Did Mey's fair body bear. 

And there at dawn and. fall of day. 

All from the neighbouring groves. 
The turtles wail in widow'd notes. 

And fing their hapless loves. 
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Sir JAMES the ROSS. 

It Ttfrinttd from a copy Uttlj pallijhtd in Scotland, and 
declared le baiic turn written many years ag*. 



OF all the Scottifh northern chief*, 
Of his high warlike name. 
The braveft was Sir James the Rofs, 
A knight of mcikle fame. 

Mia growth was as the tufted fir 
That crowns the mountain's brow. 

And waving o'er his moulders broad 
His locks of yellow flew. 

The chieftain of the brave clan Rofs, 

A firm undaunted band ; 
Five hundred warriors drew the fword 

Beneath his high command. 



In bloody fight thrice had he Rood 
Againft the Bnglilh keen, 

Ere two-and-twenty op'ning fprings 
This blooming youth had fcen. 
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The fair Matilda dear he lov'd, 

A maid of beauty rair. 
Even Marg'ret on the Scottifli throne 

Was never half fo fair. 

Lang had he woo'd, Iang {he refusM 

With feeming fcom and pride ; 
Yet aft her eyes confefs'd the love 

Her fearful words deny'd. 

At laft Ihe ble&'d his well-tryM faith, 

Allow'd his tender claim j 
She vow'd to him her virgin heart, 

And own'd an equal flame. 

Her father, Buchan's crael lord. 

Their paffion difapprovM, 
And bade her wed fir John the Graham, 

And leave the youth Ihe lov'd. 

Ae night they met as they were wont, 

Deep in a toady wood, 
Where on the bank befide the burn, 

A blooming faugh-tree ftood. 

Conceal'd among the underwood 

The crafty Donald lay, 
The brother of fir John the Graham, 

To hear what they would fay. 
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When thus the maid began?— -My few 

Your paflloa difapproyes. 
And bids me wed fir Jbhn the Graham, 

So here muA end our loves ! 

My father's will mull be obey'd, 
Nonght boots me to withftandj 

Some fairer maid in beauty's bloom 
Shall blefs thee with her hand. 

Matilda loon mall be forgot. 
And from thy mind defac'd ; 

But may that happinefs he thine 
Which I can never tafte. 

What do I hear? Is this thy vow? 

Sir James the Rofs reply'd. 
And will Matilda wed the Graham, 

Tho' fworn to be my bride 1 

His fword (hall (boner pierce my heart 
Then reave me of thy charms ! 

Then clafp'd her to his beating breaft, 
Fafi lock'd within her arms. 

1 fpafce to try thy love, flie fcid, 
I '11 ne'er wed man but thee ; 

The grave (hall be my bridal bed, 
Ere Graham my hufband be. 
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Take then, dear youth, Ms MAM haft, 

In witnefs of my troth, 
And every plague become my lot. 

That day I break my oath. 

They parted thai : the Km on fct, 

Up hafty Donald flies. 
And tarn thee, turn thee, beafdleft yMtb, 

He load infulting cries. 

Soon turn'd about the fearle& chief. 

And fbon hit fword he drew. 
For Donald's blade before his brtaft 

Had piere'd his tartans throngs. 

This for my brother's flighted We, 

His wrongs Jit on my arm : 
Three paces back the youth rtrnr'tl, 

And fav'd himielf frae "harm. 

Returning fwift, Ms hand he rear'd 

Frae Donald's head above, 
And thro' the brains and crafting bows 

His fharp edg'd weapon drove. 

He ftagg'riog reel*d, then rambled down, 

A lump of breathlefs day ; 
So fall my foes ! quoth Valiant Rofi, 

And lUtely ftrode away. 
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Thro* die green wood he quickly hy'd, 

Uatolord-Bachan's hall. 
And at Matilda's window flood. 

And thus began to call : 

Art thou aflecp, Matilda dear! 

Awake, my love, awake ; 
Thy lucldeis lover calls on thee, 
' A long farewel to take. 

For I have (Iain fierce Donald Graham, 

His Blood is on my fword ; 
And diQanc are my faithful men. 

Nor can affiit their lord. 

To Sfeye I'll now direct my way. 
Where my two brothers bide. 

And raife the valiant of the ifles 
To combat on my fide. 

O, do not fa '. the maid replies. 

With me till morning ftay. 
For dark and dreary is the night. 

And dangerous is the way ; 

All night I 'II watch yon in the park. 

My faithful page I'll fend. 
To run and raife the Rofs's clan. 

Their matter to defend, 
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Beneath a b*fc he laid bin down, 
And wrapt him in hit plaid, 

White trembling for her laverb rate. 
At diftance flood the maid. 

Swift ran the page o'er bill add dale. 

Till in a lowly gfcen 
He met the frrioas fir John Graham, 
With twenty of his men. 

Where go'ft thou, little page? hx&idi 

So late who did thee fend? 
I go to raife the $o&'s elan 

Their mailer to defend. 

For he has (lain fierce Donald QrakiiMj 

His blood is on hie Iword, 
And far, far diftana are his Meal*. ■ 

That mould affift their lord. 

And hai he flain my brother dear-r" 
The furions Oraham rnplie*,'- 

Difhonour blafl my name I but he : 
By me era morning dies. 

Tell me, when it £r James the Roir 

I will thee well reward ; 
He Deeps within lord B-ttchau's $*®k j 

Matilda is his guard* j ■ 

Vol. n. O 
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They fpnrrM their fteeds in furious mood, 

And fcourM along die lea, 
They reach'd lord.Bochan's lofty tow'rs 

By dawning of the day. 

Matilda flood without the gate, 
To whom thus Graham did fay; 

Saw ye Sir Janw» the Roft laft night. 
Or did he pafi th» way ? 

Laft day at noon, Matilda laid, 
Sir Jamej the Rod pafc'd by. 

He ruriou* prick'd bii fweaty fteed, 
And onward fafi did hy. 

By thii'he-U at Edinburgh croft. 
If horfe and man hold good— 

Y«ur page then ly'd, who (aid he wai 
Now fieeping in the wood. 

She wrong her hands and tore, hex hiir. 
Brave Rofi ! thou art betray'd. 

And ruin'd by thofc very mean* 
From whence I hop'd thine aid. 

By thi» the valiant knight awak'd. 
The virgin's (hriek he heard ; 

And np h* rofe, and drew hi» fword, 
When the fierce band appear'd. 
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Your fword laft night my brother flew. 

His blood yet dims its thine. 
But ere the felting of the fun 

Your blood Ihsll reek on mine. 

Yon word it well, the chief return'd. 

But deeds approve the man ; 
Set by your men, and hand to hand 

We'll try what valour can. 

Oft boafting hides a coward's heart. 

My weighty fword you fear. 
Which ftionc in front of Flodden field, 

When yon kept in the rear. 

With dauntlefs fiep he forward Jtrode, 

And dar*d him to the fight ; 
But Graham gay e back, and fearM hu arm, 

For well he knew its might. 

Four of Us men, the braveil four. 

Sunk down beneath his fword t 
Int Mil he fcorn'd the poor revenge, 

And fought their haughty lord. 

Behind him bafejy CUM the Graham, 

And pierc'd hint ntKe Ade, 
Out fponting came the purple tide, - : '->, 

And all his tartans dy'd, 

O a 
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But yet his ftror* qnat iwrt (Tie grip, 

Nor dropt he to-the ground, 
Till thro' hit en'my** heart His fteel 

Had forc'd a- mortal wound . 

Graham like a tree with wind o'er thrown, 

Fell breathlefi'dn the clay, 
And down befide hint fimk the Rofi, 

And faint and dying lay. 

The fad MatHda faw him fall, 

O fpare his life! (he cried. 
Lord Buchan's daughter begs hi* lift. 

Let her not be deny*d. 

Her well fctioitft <nk* the hero heard, 

He raia'd hi* half-cfcfe'd oyu r 
' And fta'd ihWn 0* (he weeping maid, 
And weakly thua rtnUet : 

In vain Matilda Begf A* lift • 

By death'* arreft denj/d 1 
My race b eNt^Mtarmp ldv*l 

Then clo**d-H( eye* and ifd* 

The fword. y* warm, From hi* left fide 
With frantic hand OM-drew; 

I come, Sir Jam** the- Roft, Art wild, 
I come to follow you-. 
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She lean'd the hilt 3gai«ft the jyeand, . 

And bar'd her fnowy bwaft, 
Then fell upon her lover's faff. 

And funk to endlefs reft. 



C O L M .A- 

Thil poem.fixei the antiquity «f a eujcm, which it mnU 
known It have prevailed after-wards, in the north of'Sat- 
iand, and in Inland. Th* 4vrds, at an annual fiaft, pro- 
vided by king tr chief, repeated their poem ; and fitch of 
them at •were thought hy htpi "worthy if hjring.frofefjved, 
•were carefully taught to their children, in trdff -to haiie 
them tranfmilled to pofter'ity. It -wot one of thpje nccqfioni 
that afforded the fattecJ of tbtprtfint poem n Offitm. It it 
called in the original, the. Stag tfSelma,ivbiih title it -wot 
thought preptr to adopt in the tranjlathn. 

'/-ta IS night: f *i on the hill of ftarau 

JL Alone doth Grima Any: 

While round her fhriek fanCaftk forms . 

Of ghofts that hate the day. 

O'er rocks the torrtpt raws amain, 

The whirlwind's voice is. high : . . . " : 

To fave her from the wind .and ruin. 
No friendly Inciter nigh! 

O j Rife, 
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Rife, moon ! kind ftars ! appear a while ; 

And guide Bid to the place, 
Where reftt my love, o'ercome with toil, . 

And wearied with the chace. 

Some light ! direct, me, helplefs maid '. 

Where, fitting on the ground. 
His bow uaftrung is near him laid, 

His panting dogs aronnd. 

Elfe by the rock, the ftream befide, 

I here mull fit me down ; 
While howls the wind, and roars the tide. 

My lover's call to drown. f 

Ah! why, my Salgar! this delay. 
Where flray thy lingering feet I 
Didft thou not promiJe in the day 
. . Thy love at night to meet ! 

Here is the rock, and here the tree, 

Thine own appointed fpbt t 
Thy promifc canft thou break with me ? 

And is my love forgot? 

For thee I'd dare my brother's pride ? 

My father** house would fly. 
For thee toriake my mother's fide ; 

With thee to live and die. 



. Gooylc 



OLD BALLADS. i 

Be hufh'd, ye winds ! how land ye brawl I 

Stream ! ftand a moment itill ; 
Perhaps my lore may hear me call, 

Upon the neighbouring hill. 

Ho! Salgar! Salgar! mend thy pace; 

To Colma hafte away. 
Tis I, and this th* appointed place : 

Ah ! wherefore this day r 

Kind moon ! thou giv'ft a frieadly light ; 

And lo ! the glafly ftream. 
And the grey rocks, through duflcy night, 

RefleCl thy diver beam. 

Yet I defcry not Salgar" i fonn ; 

No dogs before him run. - ■■ ' — 
Shall I not perUh by the ftorm. 

Before to-morrow's fun ? 

Bat what behold I, on the heath ? 

My lore ! my brother t laid— 
O fpeak, my friends! nor hold your breath, 

1" affright a trembling maid. 

They anfwer not— they deep— they're dead— ; 

Alas I the horrid fight- 
Here lie their angry lwords, ftill red. 

And bleeding from the fight. 

O4 
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Ah! whfleefcre Hei, by Sxlgar Mm, 

My brother bleeding hare I 
Why Salgar mnrderM on the f4ant. 

By one to me fo near I 

Friends of my choice ! how lev'd were both I 
Who now your fame fiiall raife ? ' 

Who ling my lover'* plighted troth; 
My brother's fong of pmiJr? 

Of thooJanHj loveiy. Sugar's face 

Was lovelieft to the fight : 
B-enown'd my brother for the ehaoe. 

And terrible in right, 

Sons of my love ! fpeak once again — w 

Ah no! to-deach a prey, 

Silent they are, and nift ff main* 

For cold their breafts of day. 

But are their fleeting fpirits fled, 

Acrofs the plain fo foon ! 
Or fhon the Ihadows of the dead 

The glimpfes of the roooni 

Sjeik, where on rock, or mountain .grayey . 

Still claflj your fonls of fire, 
Pr reconciled, iu Ibme dark cave 

Your peaceful ghofts retire. 
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Ah 1 Where her friends (ball Colma find ? 

Hark — No they're filent AM — 

No mattering aniwcr brings the wind: 

No whifper o'er the hill. 

Fearlefs, yet overwhelm'^' with grief, 

I fit all night in tears ; 
Hopelefs of cdmfort or relief, ' ' 

When morning light appears. 

Yet raife, ye friends of thefe the dead. 
On thb fad fpot tfieir tonb t 

But clofe not up their harrow bed ; 
Till haplefs Colma come. 

For why behind -ftem (htorid we flay, 

Whofe Use is now « dream f 
Together here our corfrs lay, 

Befide the marmuring Itream, 

So mall my ftiiveriag ghcfi be ieen. 

Lamenting o'er the ilain ; 
As homeward hies the hunter keen. 

Benighted on the plain. 

Yet iliall he, fearlefs, pafs along, 

And lend his liiteni^g ear,: 
For fweet, though tad, (hall be my fong, 

Fof friends I loy'd fo dear. 
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XXXIV. 

NATHOS AND DARTHULA. 

BjrJ. T.IT. 



ttt hint tf this pm fatiemftid in the balltU fiiti) it 
ttktnfnm m tf til /far pmt tf Otfan. 



o 



N Morven's hill*, where valour rofe 
The prudence of the foil. 



The youthful Nathoa, dread of foes, 
Enjoyed the martial toil. 

Great in the field, hit fiery fpear 
Commanded prompt regard '; 

In days of peace the fprightly chear. 
With fecial foul he fhar'd. 

Impartial heroes praii'd his truth, 
Approv*d his growing fame, 

The ardefs virgins lovM the youth, 
Andmn-s'd the am'rous flame. 
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But chief for fair Darthnla's charms 

His feeling bofora beat ; 
For her be bore the toil of arms, . 

And mock'd the battle'* heat. 

With cv'ry grace the virgin Ihoue 

Unriral'd on the plain— » 

What wonder if the youth was won. 

And hugg'd the pkafwg chain ! 

In calm content they pafs'd the day. 

When war had ceat'd to rage. 
Now told the laughing ftory gay, 

Now heard the tale of age. 

But Cairbar, Erin's bloody king. 

Beheld with envious eyes; 
He bad the hoiHle clangour ring. 

And num'roui armies rife. 

The gallant Nathos heard the found 

That threaten'*! dreadful woe ; 
He call'd his warlike chiefs around. 

And, pointing to the foe. 

Behold, he cried, the hoflile crew 

That come to try our might, 
In endlefs lines they rife to view. 

And tire the burden'd tight ; 
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But fhall their numbers, damp pur ire 1 . 

Shall Morven's heroes yield ? 
Shall we forego each grcM Retire, 

And tamely qnit the field J , 

No — like our fathers lettis rife. 

Like them rum. furious on ; 
Rifc, let as fnateh the glorio^jrjze 

Of tonqueft fairly won. „ ■ ■ . 

His words infiajn'd each warrior's fo'»>. 

Their breafis with tranfport ejow'd, 
A load sppkafe run thro' the whole, . . 

By dauntlefs hearts b'eftowM. 

Parthula faw the morning fcene. 
Her griefs were mis'd with joy. 

She could not leave the belt of men, . . 
Nor warlike fdicmes arinoy, . • ., ; j 

For well fhekjtew the.clafh of.fwonja ■ 

Wat grateful to his ear; 
Tet lore's dclufive parting words 

Might to'uch his heart too near. 

In penfive poftore long fhe flood,- | „/ ^ - 
Revolving in he)- mind, ...... 

Whether to join the godlike crowd^.. 
Or lonely pine behind, ., 
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At laft Die bnrff the martial ranlci, 

AmyM in warlike rMde ; 
Swift as a iTreaifi that fcorns Its banks, 

They parted on each fide. 

Low at her NatW feet fte fell, 

And muft we part-? ffie faid j 
Muft yoa the holEIe crew expel. 

And leave your hdpleft maidr 

But glory calls, and valour foes, 

Haftethen, the call obey; 
Tho* fond regard my heart fnbdsei, 

I ne'er lhall aJk your Say. 

But can I lire when yon are gone. 

On Morven's lonely plain ? 
Shall I pofieft the halls alone, 

And ling the monrnful ftrain t 

No— like a youdf of mighty force, 

I'll follow where ybo; go j ' 

With willing heart purfae your conrfc. 
Nor heed the num'roa* foe. 

If prayers or tears the fates can move, 

Succefs (ball (mite around ; 
If Nitho's fill, Oarthula's love 

Shall watch the fatal wound. 
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With mute attention Nathos heard 

, Darthula's fond rcqneft j 
Her love the dreadful profpeft chear'd. 
And warm'd the hero's breaft. 

Yee, yon fliall go, my faithful fair. 

To horror's fav'rite fcene ; 
If yon are near, I'll mock defpair, 

And fcorn the might of men. 

With rapid hafte the field they fought 

Where Erin's monarch lay ; 
With fatal force the armies fought, 

And Nathos' fell a prey. 

The lad Darthula's care was vain. 

In vain was ev"ry art j 
No earthly pow'r could eafe his pain. 

Or heal his bleeding heart. 

As o'er his wounds DarthuU wept. 

And bath'd them with a tear, 
The breaft-platc from her bofom leapt. 

She tofs'd away the fpear. 

Grim Erin's monarch feiz'd the fpoil 

With triumph's cruel joy; 
He view'd the nymph with fcornful fmile. 

Ambitious to drAroy. 
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With haughty words he fought her lore. 

So oft refus'd before ; 
With threaten'd woe he tried to more/ 

Butihe difdainful bore. 

Since Nathos falls, with him I'll die. 

No other boon I crave; 
Since life can nought of blifs fupply, 

I'll court hU filent grave. 

There fliall the eonftant lovers meet! 

And all their paffion tell, 
Shall (trow with flirubs and flow'rets fweet 

HU tomb, who lov'd fo well. 

But lee 1 his fhade delays its flight, 

And chides my tedious ftay ; 
I come, my love — my fole delight! 

She fpoke— and dy'd away. 
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XXXV. 

CHILDE WATERS. 

tbh ballad tubicb epftan to b* aurient, and ibtfiikwiing 
nt en tht fame JithjtS, by Mrs. Hampdtit Pjt, art 
printed from a eolltSian of poems pubSijbid by that lady 
tht tbtyior 1771- 

CHIT.DE Waters in his liable ftoode. 
And ftroakt Ms milk-white Itecde, 
To him a fayre yonge lady came, . 
As ever ware woman's weede. 

Sayes, Chiift yon fave, good Chilcle Waters, 

Sayes, Chrift you fave, and fee; 
My girdle of gold that was too longe. 

Is now too (hoi t for mee. 

And all is with one childe of yours, 

I feel fturre at my fide: 
My gowne of greene it is too ftraighte. 

Before it was too wide. 



Google 



If he childe be mine, fti* £JUen, he faid, . 

Be mine as you tell mec ; 
Then take you Chothiw and ^a ^cjt fti jye both. 

Take them your own to bee. 

If the childe be mine, fair Ellen, he ifid. 

Be mine as- you doe fweare; 
Then take you Chelhire and Laitcaihire fejih, 

And make that chijd yonr heyre. 

Shec fayes, I had rather have one kjffe, 

Childe Waters, of thy month'; 
Than I. wold have CheJhire and Lancaflilrs both, 

That lye by north and fouthe. 

And,I had rather have one twinkliuge, 

Childe Waters of thine ee; ,■ 

Than I wold hare Chewine and Lancashire both. 
To take them mine owne to bee. 

To-morrow, Ellen, I nralj fonth ride,- 

Farr into the north counteee ; . v . ! 

The fayteft ladye that I can fade, 
Ellen, mull goe with mee. 

Though I am not a lady fayre, 

Yet let me go with thee. 
And ever I pray yon, Childe Water*, 

Your foot-page let me bee. 
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If yon my foot-page will be, Ellen, 

At yon do tell to mee : 
Then yon msift cnt your gown of grtenfi, 

An inch above your knee. 

Soe muft yon do your yellow locks, 

An inch above your ee : 
Yon mnft tell no man what is my name. 

My foot-page then yon mall bee. 

Shee, all the lotige daye Child* Waters rode. 

Ran barefoote by his fyde ; , 
Vet was he never foe courteous a kniglite. 

To fay, Ellen, will yon rydef 

Shee, all the longe daye Childe Waters rode,. 

Ran barefoote throw the broome j 
Vet was he never lb courteous a knighte, 

To fay, put on your Jhoone. 

Ride foftlye, fliee fayd, O Childe Waters, 

Why do you ryde fo faftr 
The childe, which is no man's bat thine. 

My bodye it will brail. 

Hee fayth, feefl then yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from bank to brimme I 

I trul in God, Q Childe Waters, 
You never will fee me fwynime. 
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But when the came to the water fyde, 

Shee fayled to the chinne ; 
Now the Lord Of Heaven be my fpeede, 

Fori moll learn to fwymmet 

The fait waters bare up her clothes, 

Onr lady bare up her chinne : 
Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To fee fayre Ellen fwyrrime. 

And when fheo over the water was, 

Shee then came to his knee : 
Hee fayd, come hither, thou fayre Ellen, 

Log yonder what I fee; 

Seeft thou not yonder hall, Ellen : 

Of red gold mines the yate : 
Of twenty-fbnre fayre ladyei there. 

The fayreft is my mate. 

Seeft thou not yonder hall, Ellen I 
Of red gold mines the towre: 

There are twenty -foil re ladyei there ; 
The fayreft is my paramonrc, . 

1 fee the hall now, Childe Water*. 

Of red gold (bines the yate ( 
God give you joy nowe of yoorftlfe. 

And of your worthy mate. - 

'- P a 
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I fee the hall.npfr, Chjjde WaMH, 
Of red gold fliines ,-tbe www : 

God give you good now of yoitffeJfe, 
And of yonr parasaoure. 

There twenty-four fayre ladye* were, 

A playing at the ball ; 
And EJlen, the fayneft lady there. 

Mull bring his ft«d to the fcdJ. 

There twenty-few fryxe Wyes were, 

A playing at the cheffe ; 
And Ellen, the %re# lady there, 

Mall bring his horle ta graffe. 

And then befpaks Childe Water* fifter ; 

Thefe were the wtcdes feyd lb.es ; 
Yon hare the prettyeft page, brotfenr. 

That ever I did fee. . 

Bat that his beHye it is. fo biggs. 
His girdle fiaadtAw hyej i 

And ever I p/ay you, Childe Waters, 
Let Mm in my cb^ab* r lye. 

It is not fit for.a little foot-page. 
That ha* run through mpfie and myre,' 

To lye in the chamber of my ladye. 
That wearn So rich attyre. 
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It Is more meete for i little foot-page, 
That has ran through mOfle and myre, 

To take his rapper upon his knee. 
And lye by the kitcheri fire. 

Now when they had Cupped every one, 
To bedd they tooke theyr waye :' 

He fayd, come hither my little foot-page, 
And hearken what I faye. 

Goe thee downe into yonder towne, 

And lowe into the ftreete ; 
The fayreft ladye that thou canft finde, 

Hyre in mine arms to fleepe : . 
And take her up in thine armes twaine. 

For • filing of her feete. 

Ellen is gone into the towne, 

And lowe into the ftreete ; 
The fayreft lady that Ihe colde findc. 

She hyrietfin his armes to fleepe :• 
And took her up in her armes twain*, 

For filing of her feetc. 

I pray you nowe, good Childe Waters, 

Let mee lye at your feete ; 
For there is noe place about tfiii hoiife. 

Where I may faye a ffeepe. 

' i. f. Defiling. 
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He gave her leave, and fayrje Ellen 
Down at his bed's feete laye : 

This done, the night drove on apace ; 
And when it was neare the daye, 

Hee fayd, rife up my little foot-page, 
Give my fteede cornc and haye ; 

And give him now the goode black oafs, 
To carry mee better awaye. 

Up then role the fayre Ellen, 

And gave his fteede come and haye ; 

And foe fliee did the good black oates, 
To carry htm better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger fide, . 

And grievouflye did groane; 
Shee lean'd her back to the manger fide. 

And there fliee made her moane. 

And that beheard his mother deare, 
Shee heard her woefull woe ; 

Shee fayd, rife np, thou Childe Waters, 
And into thy liable goe : 

For in thy liable is a ghofte, 
That grievouflye doth grone ; 

Or elfe fome woman labourer with childe, 
Shee is fo woe begone. 
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Up then rofe Childe Waters fame. 

And did on his fhirte of filke ; 
And then he put on his othere clothes. 

On his hoAye. as white as milke. 

And when he came to- the ftab^ dore. 

Fill Mil there hee did Hand, 
That hee might heare hisVayre Ellen, 

How Hie made her monand. 

Shee fayd, lnllabye, mine owns deare childe, 

Lullabye, deare childe, deare j 
I woldc thy father were a kinge. 

Thy mother layd on a biere. 

Peace now, bee fa yd, good fayre Ellen, 

Bee of goode cheere, I praye ; 
And the bridall, and the churchinge both* 

Shall bee upon one daye. 



p + 
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EARL WALTER. 

EARL Walter ftroked.hu milk-white fteed, 
Aii heart with courage beat j 
Whenlo! a darnfel— matchleu fair ! 
Fell proflrate at his feet. 

Behold, the cried, a rained maid. 

The victim of thy love. 
And let diy Ellen's once-praifed ftxm, 

Thy tender pity move. 

The dreadful time draws on apace. 

That mnft reveal my fliame. 
And can earl Walter then confent 

To murder Ellen's fame I 

Ah ! wretched infant, doomed to woe 

Before thy natal hour, 
Difgrace muft be thy portion here. 

Wronged Ellen's only dower. 
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The gallarit youth was inly moved. 

But coldly thus replied, 
The cure that love perhaps disclaims. 

My juftice mail provide. 

From north to Couth extended wide,* 

With fields and paRiires fair, 
Thofe plains to thee' I freely give" ; 

Beflow them on tRy heir. 

By me, (he cried, 'more highly priMd, 

One kjfs of that dear month, 
Than all thy rich and fertile plains, 

Extending north and Couth. 

One glance of thofe deluding eyei 

More rapture can beflow, 
Than mould our monarch quit his throne, 

And that to me forego. 

No more, fair Ellen, cries the ean^ 

I can no longer ftay ; 
For northward mutt I bend my courfe, 

There lies my deCEin'd way. 

With thee, earl Walter, fe't me go. 

Thy handmaid will I be ; 
AH perils I with joy* can brave, 

That much loved face to fee. 
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Rath Ellen ! daft thou know the terms, 
On which atone thou goeft ? 

To drop each foft alluring grace, 
Thy fex's pride and boaft. 

Thofe sebum locks to cut away. 

To caft thy woman's weed $ 
All day to follow as my page. 

All night to tend my fteed. 

Her auburn locks file cat away, 

She caft her woman's weed, 
All day fhe followed as his page, , 

Each night the fed bis fteed. 

At length a rapid ftream they find; 

Which when Earl Walter viewed, 
Thou canft not, Ellen, follow here— 

He (poke, and paJTed the Hood. 

But love, than danger ftronger fat, . 

Her timid heart upbore j 
She rulh'd a,t once amid the waves. 

And reach'd the farther Shore. 

But frill the earl his purpofe kept. 

No pity he confeft, 
Tho' ftrong fatigue and anxious- care 

The damfel fore oppreft. 



Tly 
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Thy languid eyelids, Ellen, raife, . 

And view yon princely bower ; 
There pleafure holds his revel reign, 

And marks each faffing hour. 

There dwells a maid more fair than morn, 
Than fhmmer funs more bright ; 

That maiden b my plighted love. 
My joy and tele delight. 

Sad Ellen mildly anfwered thus. 

May every blifs betide, 
And ftill encreaftng rapture wait 

Earl Walter and his bride! 

The princely bower they enter foon. 
And hail the glittering train; 

Earl Walter courts each lovely nymph 
Nor heeds his Ellen's pain. 

His fitter with fuperior grace 

Shone far above the reft. 
Who when fhe Ellen's form farveye'd, 

Her wonder thus ejcpreft. 

Ah 1 whence, my brother, .is thy page t 

How heavenly fair his face 1 
What pity that his fize uncouth . . 

Such beauty Jhould difgrace. 
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Bnt let the boy on me at ten J, 

In ray apartment wait'; 
My care ihafl fcoth* Kit gentle mind. 

And mend his prefeitt Itate. 

Too great for film that Honor wiif', 

A yonth of low degree, 
Enough dtftingutflieJ as my page. 

On foot to follow me. 

Now midnight ctofing every eye, 

Left Ellen free to weep, 
Bnt with the morn the earl arofe, 

And broke the bands of fleep. 

Awake! awake"! than flothful page> 

J Tis dawn of breaking day, 
firing forth' in hafte' my milk-white fleed, 

I muil from hence away. 

Bnt ere her lord conld be obey'd", 

Uneall'd Lncina came, 
And to fad Ellen's other woes. 

She adds a mother's name. 

Now bnrfi their way' the heart-felt groans 

Now falls the trickling tear. 
Tin thro' the high rclounding dome. 

They reach earlivalttft ear; 
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With eager flfepa he fought the place. 

Then made a fearful panfe, 
While broken accents breat'icd in fighs, 

Reveal the fatal caufe. 

Lie Hill, thou pledge of haplef* love. 

Lie ftill, my infant dear; 
I would thy-firther were a king. 

Thy mother on a bier ! 

Enough had am *? Jfflff $&& 

He clafps her in his arms. 
Look up my miftrefs, friend, and sflfc, 

Revive thy drooping charms. 

Thy trial now is fairly. na#. 

Thou fit^fjpgp^an kind ; 
Thy form, tho'cfcljtjn. hfpfXftjnpfg, 

Enfhrines a hero's mind. 

And doll thou know at ^engfh my heart? 

Then have I well. bpen tried; 
I only liv'd to prove my faijh ;rr- 

She grafped his hand, and died. 
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EDWIN add ETHELIND& 

ONE parting kifi, my Ethelinde, 
Young Edwin fault'iing cried, 
I hear thy father'* haffiy tread, 
Nor longer muft I bide. 

To-morrow 1 * eve, in yonder wood. 

Beneath the welt-known tree. 
Say, wilt thou meet thine own true lore* 

Whofe heart's delight's in the;. 

She dafp'd the dear beloved youth 

And figh'd, and dropt a tear, 
Whatever betide, my only love, 

I'll forely meet thee there. 

They kifa, they part, a lift'ning pjfge. 

To malice ever bent, 
O'erheard their talk, and to hit lord 

Reveal'd their fond intent. 
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The baron's brow grew dark with frowns, 
And rage diftain'd his cheek, 

Heavens ! ihall a vaflal Ihepherd dare 
My daughter's love to feek. 

But know, rath boy, thy hold attempt 

Full forely (halt thou rue: 
Nor e'er again, ignoble maid, 

Shalt thou thy lover view. 

The dews of evening fall did fall* 

And darknefs fpread apace, 
When Ethelinde, with weeping brftft. 

Flew to th' appointed place. 

With eager eye fiie looks around. 

No Edwin there was feen ; 
He was not wont to break his faith. 

What can his abfence mean t 

Her heart beat thick at every noife. 
Each milling thro' the wood, 
- And now, fte travers'd quick the ground 1 , 
And now, (he liftening Hood. 

Enlivening hope, and chilling fear. 

By turns her bofom lliarc. 
And now, flie calls upon his name, 

Now, weeps in fad defpair. 
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Mean tyne ijie day's M gliiiunexiag fled. 

And blaek'ningal) the iky, 
A hideous tempett dreadful tote. 

And thunders roU'd on high* 

Poor Ethelinde, aghafl, difoay'd. 

Beholds with wild affright 
The threat'ning Ocy, (fee lonely wood. 

And horrors of the .night. 

Where art thou flow, my £dwjn dear. 

Thy friendly aid I want; 
Ah me 1 my bodjng hear* foretells 

That aid thou catift not grant. 

Thus rack'd with pangs, .and. beat with ftonWi, 

Confus'd and loft (he roves. 
Now looks to .heay.en with esrneii fifjayer- 

Now calls on him J"h,e loves. 

At length, a tliitant taper's ray 

Struck beaming on her fight, 
Thro' brakes the guides her fainting Sep* 

Towards the welcome light. 

An aged hermit peaceful dwelt 

In this fequefter'd wild, 
Calm goodnefs fat upon his brow. 

His words were foft and mild. 
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He op'd his hofpitable door, 

And much admiring view'd 
The tender virgin's graceful form 

Daih'd by the tempelt rude. 

Welcome, fair maid, whoe'er thou art, 

To this warm fhelter'd cell ; 
Here reft fecure thy wearied feet j 

Here peace and fafety dwell. 

- He faw the heart-wrung darting tear. 
And gently fought to know. 
With kindeft pity's Toothing looks. 
The itory of her woe. , 

Scarce had me told her mournful tale. 
When ftruck with dread, they hear 

Voices confus'd, with dying groans. 
The cell approaching near. 

Help, lather, help, they loudly cry, 
A wretch here bleeds to death ; 

Some cordial balfam quickly give, 
To Hay his parting breath. 

All deadly pale (fhey lay him down. 
And gafh'd with many a wound. 

When, woeful fight, 'twas Edwin's Ml, 
Lay ble ding on the ground. 

Vol. II. Q_ 



>,GoogIe 



126 OLD BALLADS 

With frantick grief poor Ethelinde 

Beiidc his body falls. 
Lift up thy eyes, my Edwin dear, 

,'T is Ethelinde that calls. 

That much-lov'd found recalls his life, 

He lifts his doling eyes, 
And feebly murmuring out her name, 

He gafps, he faints, he dies. 

Stupid a while, in dumb defpair, 

She gaz'd on Edwin dead. 
Dim grew her eyes, her lips tura'd pale, 

And life's warm fpirk fled. 



xxxvm. 

DAMON and C HI O E. 
In imitation of Margaret's Ghoft. 

YOUNG Damon was the bly theft lad, 
' Ah, who fo blythe as he ? 
And Chloe was the blytheft maid, 
Ah, who fo blythe as me 1 
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Her voice fhe rais'd with merry fong, 

All in the greenwood (hade. 
The nymphs and (hepherds trip along) 

To hear the vocal maid. 

She fings of grots, and cooling fprlngs. 

The plain and fhady grove ; 
Of hills and dales the virgin fings. 

Bat never lings of love. 

Her nights in cafe, her days in joy. 

She fpends ; fecnre her heart 
From Cupid's wiles; fhe fcorn'd the boy. 

And langh'd at all Ids art. 

But mark the dire reverie of fate. 
Bach nymph, and ftiepherd fwain. 

Young Damon comes, a youth compleat. 
The pride of ev'ry plain. 

And he would fing fo fort a lay. 

He well might love infpire ; 
And when he fung, ah, welLa-day! 

How would the maid admire ! 

And he was ftraight, and he was tall. 

All fwains he did excel; 
The maidens lov'd him one and all, 

But Chloe lov'd him well, . 
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And he was ftaR'fl la herbs and Sow'rs, 

The lenient balms impart ; 
Bat oh, what herbs, ye pitying pow'rs. 

Can heal poor Chloe's heart. 

With haft/ Hep flie flies the plain, 
And feeks the diftant grove ; 

Poor Chloe never-told her pain. 
She never told her love : 

Bat pinM away in difcouee&t, 

And never fought relief; 
Like patience on a monument. 

She fat and fmil'd at grief. 

Concealment like a worm i'th'bnd. 

Fed on her dunaJt cheek ; 
The filent tear ran trickling down. 

She ftgh'd, but would not fpeak. 

Bat Toon, too ibon the fhepherd hies; 

Ah ! me, poor Chloe's heart ! 
Her fwelling bre&ft, and wat'rv eves. 

Betray the hidden Court. 

Have you not feen the rofe new blown*' 

All in a rammer's day, 
Expand her beauties to the fun, 

And welcome tv'ry ray ? 
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And when at eve her lover go» 

To gild foine happier mud. 
Have you not feen the widow'd rofe 

Recline her dewy head? 

Such Chloe once, fuch Chloe now; 

Ah ! Chloe ceafe to weep ! 
Damon, for you her forrows flow ; 

Pale hangs her trembling lip. 

And now full heavy hangs her head, 

Howchang'd, ah! well-a-day! 
Now every fprightly charm is fled, 

For Damon's gone away. 

How penfive thro' the lonely vale. 

She takes her filent way. 
To breathe the fragrance of the gale. 

And hear the vernal lay. 

But ah ! too wretched and forlorn. 

She heedlefs moves along ; 
Unfelt the breeze that fcents the morn. 

Unheard the vernal long. 

Her fpeech is fad, and fad her brow. 

Her finking f pints fail ; 
On her wan cheek no rofes blow, 

Her lips wax wond'rous pale. 

Q_ 3 High 
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High heav« tier hurt with many a figh. 

Faft falls the frequent tear : 
Low bent to earth her Breaming eye, 

For Damon was not there. 

With feeble voice her plaintive Cong 
She drives in vain to raife, - 

Her lyre upon a willow hang. 
That murmurs to the breeze. 

And thrice her bofom heav'd a figh. 

And thrice fte dropt a tear. 
And thrice Ihe rais'd a mournful cry, 

For Damon was not there. 



XXXIX. 
LORD GEORGE akd LADY DOROTHY. 

In imitation of William and Margaret. By a lady of 
quality. 



" Tmldteds will rift. 



'■* STV all lb* forth tftrwbtlm tbmfrm duiu ejts." 

Hami.it> 



Although 
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Although tht principal circumftancts in thii ballad arc /aid 
IB haiit bad a foundation infaB ; yet we are totally unable 
to point oat the parties inbo are alluded te in it, or oven the 
lime in which it teas written. In this uncertainty ive can- 
not hut fufpeB the •whole te he a mere fidiott , and for the cre- 
dit of human nature, at much a •wort of imagination at tht 
ballad which it profeffei to be an imitation of. 

WHEN all was wrapt in Table night. 
And nature fought repofe, 
Forth from its grave die reftlefs fprite 
Of Dorothy arofe. . . 

Her face was all befet with woe, 

Her cheeks were wan with care, 
Her eyes were parch'd and funk with grief, 

That once fo radiant were. 



With folemn pace and awful gloom, 

'And train with forrow hung, 
She wander'd to that fatal room 
From whence her forrows Jprung. 



And thrice flie gave a piteous groan, 
And all unfurl'd her ftiroud. 

And thrice (he fadly lhoolc her head. 
And thus befpoke alond: 



Q.+ 
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Oh George, thou author of this fcene, 

Thy downy dreams fbrfake; 
*Ti* injured Dorothy that calls. 

Injurious George awake. 

Awake and hear that breath left voice. 

Which thy upbraiding* brought. 
Awake and fee that dreadful (hade, 

Which thy ill treatment wrought. 

Behold this babe, this erabrio babe, - 

That fcarce has learn'd to live; 
Say, monfter, why did you deftroy 

That life you fought to give? 

• The means were horrid as thy foul. 

The will was work divine; 
That nought from me might ever grieve. 

To be a work of thine. 

See what a havock thou haft made. 

Vile pillager of time. 
To blalt the fruits that nature gave. 

Before their fummer prime. 

* B]> being frequently hurried about in a coach, and as often 
over-walked, flit mifcamed, when five month* {one with child, 
and died the next dav, 
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How couM yon, (none bat you could do) 

Cut off my morn fo foon, 
And let my Jafting night come on - 

Before its perfect noon ? 

How could you vow a lover's heart. 

And yet that vow forfake? 
How could you win a virgin's heart, 

Yet caufe that heart to break? 

How could yon to the prying world 

Profefs fuoh fhow of joy, 
Yet by your cruel deeds to rae 

Thefe gilded words deftroy? 

How have I ftrove in others* eyes • 

To be all chearful feen, 
When by your wounding words my heart 

Was bleeding all within / 

How have I on my bended knees 

Implored your will to know? 
What have I not, to pleafe that will, 

Reiblved to undergo? 

' Why left I all that held one dear, 
(O dire decrees of fate!) 
Why gave I pure untainted love 
For undeferved hate? 
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When yon wai abfent from my fight 

How reillef* have I been ! 
When you appear'd what joys I felt. 

Yet none in you were feen 1 

Wherein had nature wrought amifs. 

Or what had art defil'd ? 
Nor time had any furrows made, 

Or any feature fpoil'd. 

My face as other faces fair, 

And I as others kind ; 
Nor faulty more my eyes than yours. 

The fault was in thy mind. 

There grew the beam that overcaft 

The gifts which I pofleft j 
There lodg'd thofe favage poifon'd waits. 

That pierc'd my bleeding breaft. 

Why did yon, bafe diffembling man. 
Such treacherous ills impart I 

To me you only gave your hand, 

To others— —gave your heart. 

Why was I, wretched. Jingled oot, 
To flcreen yoor deathlefs fltame; 

Why was a falfe-one deem'd as wife. 
While I but bore the name? 
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With her you (pent thofe pleating hours. 

That did to me belong. 
She in your eyes did all things right. 

While I did all things wrong. 

Why for thefe fdfferings was I born, 

Perfidious ! tell me why. 
Ere I beheld thy faithlefs face, 

Why fuffered not to die I 

Nor laws nor human nor divine. 

Could flop thy brutal will; 
Think on thy abfent brother's wife. 

Thy brother's widow (till. 

Still thou enjoy'ft that guilty dame. 

In rank incestuous bed; 
Think where will lodge thy guilty foul, 

When from thy body fled. 

Think on the deadly deeds you've done. 
Think on the fatal change ; 

Thy crimes rife higher in account 
Than juftice can avenge. 

May fpe&res flare thee in the face. 
May horrors guard thee round ! 

May coufcience on thy footfteps tread, 
Add all thy thoughts confound. 
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May Egypt'* plagues diftorb thy tell. 

And every loath'd difeafe; 
Till thoo haft all my wrongs redreft. 

May all thefe plagues increafe. 

And may the partners of thy joys 

Be partners of thy pain; 
Till they have all my foirows felt. 

May plcaforcs be their bane. 

And foft, the glow-worm calls me hence. 

And ere it call on thee ; 
Atone for every black offence 

Farewcl — remember me. 
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EDWIN awd EMMA. 

By Mr. Mallet. 

On the publication of this ballad, in theytar 1760, Mr. 
Malltt fubjdined an attefiation of the truth ef tie faffs rt- 
tat id in it, which <uw Jhall give the reader liter allj : 

ExtraB' ef a Utter from the curate ef Banna in Tori- 
/hire, tit the fubjcB ef the preceding poem, It Mr. Cep- 
pertbwaite at Marrick. 

" Worthy fir, 

" As te the affair mentioned in yc-urs ; it happened long 

" before ray time. I have therefore been obliged to cos/alt 

" my clerk, and another perfon in the neighbourhood for the 

" truth of that melancholy event, The hiftoryofit it asftil- 

" The family-name of the jeung nun wot Wrightfin\ 
ef the young maiden Railton. They tuere both much of the 
fame age; that it, growing up to twenty. In their birth 
•was no disparity ; hut in fortune, alas ! Jhc tuas his in- 
ferior. His father, a hard old man, who had by his tail 
acquired a baitdfome competency, expelled and required 
that bisfoujhould marry fuitably. But, as amor vincit 
omnia, hit heart vjoi unalterably fixed en the pretty young 
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" creature already named. Tbeir court jhip, which vjai all 
" by Jlealtb, unknemin to'tbe family, continued about a 
" year. When it tuas found out, old Wrigbt/on, bit •wife, 
" and particularly their croaked daughter Hannah, flouted at 
" the maiden, and treated ber tuitP notable contempt : for 
" they held it as a maxim, and a ruflic sue it h, toot blood 
" •was nothing •without greats, 

" 1'he young loiter fickened, and took to bit bed about 
'* Shrovt -tuefday, and died the Sunday fevennigbt after. 

" On the lajf day of bis illneft, be defired to fee bit mif- 
" trefs : fire •wae citiilly received by the mother, tub* bid 
" ber luiUome—wbca it <was too late. But ber daughter 
" Hannah lay at bit back to cut them off from all upper - 
" tunily of exchanging their thoughts, 

" At ber return borne, on hearing the bell toll out for bit 
" departure, Jhe fcreamed aloud that ber heart ntias burfi, 
" and expired feme moments after. 

" The then curate of* Btvoet inferted it in bit regiftrr, 
" that they both died of love, and were buried in thejame 
" grave, March i;, 1714. / ant, 

" Deer fir, * 

" Tourt, fcf<." 



FAR in the windings of a vale. 
Fail by a flickering wood. 
The fafe retreat of health and peace. 
An humble cottage flood, 

* Bowes is a fmall village in Yortthire, when in former agei the 
earlaof Richmond had a caitle. It ftandi on the edge of that vait 
and mountainous tract, named by the neighbouring people Stane- 
more; which is always expofed to wind and weather, defo tale and 
fnUtxTj throughout. Camd. Brit. 

There 
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There beauteous Emma flourifh'd fair, 

Beneath a mother's eye; 
Whofe only wilh on earth was now 

To fee her bleft, and die. 

The fofteft blufli that nature fpreads - 

Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour fmiles thro* heaven 

When May's fweet mornings break. 

Nor let the pride of great ones fcorn 

This charmer of the plains : 
That fun who bids their diamond blaze. 

To paint our lily deigns. 

Long had (he fill'd each youth with love. 

Each maiden with defpalr ; 
And tho" by all a, wonder own'd. 

Yet knew not Jhe was fair. 

Till Edwin came, the pride of faains, 

A foul that knew no art; 
And from whofe eye, ferenely mild, 

Shone forth the feeling heart. 

A mutual flame was quickly caught; 

Was quickly tod reveal'd : 
For neither bofom Iodg*d a wifti, 

That virtue keeps conceal'd. 



% 
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What happy hours of home-felt Wife 

Did love on both bellow I 
But blils coo mighty long to laft, 

Where fortune proves a foe. 

His filler, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in mifchief joy'd, , 

To work them harm, with wicked ikill. 
Each darker art employ'd. 

The father too, a fordid man. 

Who love nor pity knew. 
Was all- unfeeling as the clod. 

From whence his riches grew. 

Long had he feen their fecret flame. 

And feen it long onmov'd : 
Then with a father's frown at laft 

Had ftcrnly difapprov'd. 

In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 

Of different paffions (trove : 
His heart, that durlt not difobey. 

Yet could not ccafe to love. 

Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 
The fpreading hawthorn crept. 

To fnatch a glance, to mark the fpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
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Oft too on Stanemore's wintry wafte, 

Beneath the moonligiit-ihade. 
In fighs to poor his foften'd fool, 

The midnight-mourner ftray'd. 

Hi) cheek, where health with beauty glew'd, 

A deadly pate o'ercafl : 
So fades the frefli rofe in its prime. 

Before the northern blafl. 

The parents now, with late remorfe. 

Hung o'er his dying bed j 
And weary'd heaven with frnitlefs vows. 

And froitlefs forrow lhed. 

'Tis pail ! he cry'd— but if your fouls 

Sweet mercy yet can more. 
Let thefe dim eye* once more behold. 

What they mnft ever love 1 

She came; his cold hand-tartly toucVd, 

And bath'd with. many a tear : 
Faft- falling o'er the primrofe pale. 

So morning-dews appear. 

But oh I hb filler's jealous care 

A cruel filler She 1 
Forbade what Emma came to fay ; 

My Edwin lire for me. 

VouII. R Now 
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Now homeward u (he kopelds wept 

The church-yajd path along, 
The blaft blew cold, die dark' owl tacUntA. 

Her lover's fatten} fbng. 

Amid- the fhHing gloom of night. 

Her Harding fancy found 
In every bulh hi* hovering made. 

His groan in every fonnd. 

Alone, appaHM, thai had (he paft 

The vihonary vale— 
When lo !" the death-bell fiaote her ear. 

Sad-founding in the gale? 

Jnft then flm reacftM, with trembling ftep. 

Her aged mother*! door- 
He'* gone! !he cry'd ; and Iflial] fee 

That angel-face no more t 

I feel, I feel thu breaking heart 

Beat high agamft my fide— 
from her whit* arm down funk her head ; 

She fhivering figh'd, and died. 



>,GoogIe 



■OLD BALLADS. 



XLI. 
THE HERMIT. 

By Dr. GtUfmtb. 

TURN 1 , gentle hermit of the dale. 
And guide my lonely way 
To where you taper cheats the vale 
With hofpitable ray. - 

For here, forlorn and loft I tread. 

With fainting Heps and Iloiv, 
Where wilds immeafurably fpread 

Seem lengthening as I go. 

Forbear, my fos, the hennit criet. 
To tempt the dang'rous gloom! 

For yonder faithlefs phantom fliei 
To lore thee to thy doom. 

Here to the hoofelefs child of want 

My door is open flill ; . 
And tho' my portion is but leant, 

I give it with good will : 
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Then torn to-night, and freely {hare 

Whate'er my cell beftows ; 
My rufhy coach, and frugal fare. 

My blefling, and repofe. 

No flocks that range the valley free 

To flaughter I condemn; 
Taught by that power that pities me, 

I learn to pity them : 

But from the mountain's grafly fide 

A gniltlefg feafl I bring t 
A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd. 

And water from the Ipring. ' 

Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 

All earth-born cares are wrong ; 
Man wants but little here below. 

Nor wants that little long. 

Soft as the dew from heaven defcends. 

His gentle accents fell ; 
The modeft ftranger lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wildernefs obfcnre 

The lonely manfion lay, 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor* 

And ftrangers led altray. 
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No ftores beneath its humble thatch 

Reqoir'tl a mailer's care ; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch 

Receiv'd the harmlefs pair. 

And now when bufy crowds retire 

To take their evening reft, 
The hermit trirotn'd his little tire, 

And chear'd his peniive gueft ; 

And fpread his vegetable (lore, 

And gaily preft, and fmil'd. 

And, fkill'd in legendary lore. 

The ling 'ring hours beguil'd. 

Around in fympathetic mirth 

Its tricks the kitten tries. 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth. 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart, " , 

To foothe the ftranger's woe j < 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 

And tears began to flow. 

His rifing cares the hermit lpy'd, , - 

With anfw'ring care oppreft : 
And whence, unhappy youth, he cty*d > 

The forrows of thy breaft ? 

R 3 From 

.: ,,GooyIc — 



246 OLD BALlADS. 

From better habitations fpurn'd, 

Reluftant dolt thou raw t 
Or grieve for friendfliip unretont'd. 

Or unregarded love ? 

Alas! the joys that fortane bn*ga 

Arc trilling, and decay ; 
And thofe who prine the paltry things 

More trifling toll than they. 

And what is friendship- bnt a name, 

A charm that lulls to deep, 
A {hade that follow* wealth or fame, 

And leaves the wretch to weep I 

And love is flill an emptier found, 

The modern fair one's jeft, 
On earth nnfeen, or only round 

To warm the turtle. 1 ! nen. 

For mame, fond yewth, thy forrovs h/Uk, 

And fporn the fex, he raid : 
Put while he fpolte, a rifing blow 

His love-lorn gueft betray'd, 

Surpris'd he feci new beauties rife. 

Swift mantling to the view, 
Like colours o'er the morning lies. 

As bright, as transient too. 
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The bafhful look, therifing fcreaft. 

Alternate fpread alarms. 
The lovely Stranger ftands confeft 

A maid tn all her charms. 

And ah ! forgive. a dranger rode, 

A wretch forlorn, [he cry'd, 
Whofe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 

Where heaven and you relide. 

Bat let a maid thy pity (hare. 
Whom love has taught to ftray; 

Who fecks, for reft, bat finds Defpair 
Companion of her way. 

My father liv'd befide the Tyme, 

A wealthy lord was he ; - 
And all his wealth was mark'd as mine ; 

He had but only me. 

To win me from his tender ants 

Unnumber'd fuitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms. 

And felt or feign'd a flame. 

Each hour a .mercenary crowd 

With richeft proffers fbrove ; 
Among the reft young Edwin bow'd. 

But never talk'd of love. 

»4 
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In humble fimpleft habit clad. 
No wealth or power had he; 

Wifdom and worth were all he had; 
Bot thefe were all to me. 

The bloffora opening to the day 

The dews of heaven refin'd. 
Could nought of purity difolay 

To emulate bis mind. 

The dew, the bloflbms of the tree, 
With charms inconftant Dune; 

Their charms were his, but woe to me. 
Their conftancy was mine. 

For (till I try'd each fickle art. 

Importunate and vain ; 
And while his paifion touch'd my heart 

I triumph' d in his pain ; 

Till quite deje&ed with my fcorn, 

He left me to my pride, 
And fought a folitude forlorn 

In fccret, where he died. 

But mine the fbrrow, mine die fault, ■ 

And well my life mall pay, 
111 feek the folitude be fought, 

And fh-etch me where he lay— 
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And there forlorn, defpauing Tali, 

I'll lay me down and die ; 
"I'was fo for me that Edwin did. 

And fo for him will I. 

Forbid it, heaven ! the hermit cry'd, 
And clafp'd her to his breaft ; 

The wond'ring fair-one tnrn'd to chide j ' 
'Twas Edwin's felf that preH. 

Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 

Mr charmer, torn to fee 
Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 

Reitor'd to love and thee. 

Thai let me hold thee to my heart, 

And every care refign j 
And fhall we never, never part, 

My life— my all that's mine? 

N<>» never, from this hour to part. 

We'll live and love fo true ; 
The figh that' rend* thy conftant heart. 

Shall break thy Edwin's too. 



,,Gooyk' 



© fc p B'ALtApfl, 



XLII. 
M A T I L D As 

Jf Afr. JiTiiingham. 

OUTRAGEOUS did the lou* wind Mow, 
Acrofs the fonndiiig smur ! .-■ 
The veffel tqftmg *i an* fto, 
Cott'd fcaree the flj«nt (wfaia. 

Matilda to herfcarfni bmft 

Held clofc her infant. de*t; ■ 
His prefence ill hjK fta*» ■•■cri»'4 1 

And wak'd the Wudtrffla*.: 

Now nearer to, tfco greWfol (hftm " ■■ 

The JhattcrM veflei drtw : . 
The daring-waves now ceafe to renr, 

Now fhont th' exulting crcw. ' .; ■: 

Matilda with a mother's joy 

Gave thanks to heaven's pow'r: 
How fervent (he embrae'd her boy 1 

How bleft the faving hour ! 
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Oh much deceiv'd and haple& fjjjl 

Tho' ceas'd thcwgtves to roar. 
Thou from that fatal moment ne'er 

Did'ft taile of pleafnre rscte. 

For ftepping ferth frota off the dock. 
To reach the welcome ground ; 

The babe uncbfntag from he* nocfc, 
PIungM in the gulph proibtiniL 

Amazement-chain^ i her haggard eye 

Gave not a tear to fawj 
Her bofom heav'd no confiaoba figh; 

She flood a fculptar'd woe. 

To fnatch the child from inftant death. 
Some brav'd the threat 'ning main} 

And to rml his fleeting breath, 
Try'd ev'ry art in vain. 

But when the eorfe feft met htfr ntw, 
Stretch'd on the pebbly uVand : 

Awakening from her trance fte jlnw. 
And piere'd th' opptiung band: 

With trefles difcompos'd and rode, 
Fell proltrate on the ground ; 

To th* infant's lips her Hips the ghjtd. 
And forrow bnrft its bound. 
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Uprifing now with frantic air, 

To the wide-circling crowd, 
Who, pity-frock, partook her care. 

She thus difconrs'd aloud i 

Heard ye the helplefs infant weep 1 

Saw ye the mother bold 1 
How as (he ftflng him in the deep, 

The billows o'er him roll'd. 

May beak'd reinorfe her bofom tear, 

Defpair her mind op-ploogh ! 
Its angry arm let joftice rear, 

To daih her impions brow. 

Bot foft, awhile — fee there he lies, 

Entbalm'd in infant fleep : 
Why fall the dew-drops from your eyes, 

What caufe is here to weep I 

Yes, yes ! his little life is fled, 

His heavelefs breaft is cold ; 
What tears will not thy mother flied. 

When thy fad tale is told ! 

Ah me ! that cheek of livid hoe. 

If much I do not err ! 
Thofe lips where late the rofes Mew, 

All, all, my fon declare. 

Strange 
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Strange horrors chill my ev'ry vein, 

A voice confus'd and wild, 
Whifpers to this diitracied brain, 

Matilda flew her child. 

She added not— but funk opprffs'd— 

Death on her eye lids Hole : 
While from her much-afHifted brtaft 

She figh'd her troubled foul. 



XLIIL 

A L I S I A. 
Sj thtfam. 

TO yon dark grove Alifia flew, 
Juft at th* appointed hour. 
To meet the youth whole bofom true. 
Confefs'd her beauty's pow'r. 

All that fair virtue cou'd bellow, 

Or fairer virtue give, 
Did on his face unrival'd glow. 

And in his bofom live. 

But not the charm of beauty's flow'r, 

Or virtue's fairer charm. 
Could in her father's foul the pow'r 

Of avarice difarm. 
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He bade the youth hii manfion By, 

And fcorn'd his ardent vow : 
And when the tears flow'd from hit eytf. 

He bade them faiter flow. 

Alifia with a bleeding mind 

Beheld the injur'd youth ; 
And vow'd in holy wedlock join'd , 

To crown at length his truth. 

As Jhe forfook her native feat, 

Farewell, ye fields fo fair ; 
May blefiings ftill my father meet I 

She laid — and drbpt a tear. 

Th' oppreffion of a parent's hand, 

A parent dead to ihamc, 
la her meek breaft by virtue fann'dV 

Ne'er qnench'd the filial flame. 

Kow fafe (he re&ch'd th' appointed ground, 

Tho* love was a!! her guide ; 
Bat abfent when the youth (he mind, 

She look'd around and figh'd. 

Each breeze that rattled o'er the tree, 
Sooch'd for a fpaee her fbiart j 

She fondly cried— Oh that is h# t 
While patted fall her heart. 
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The pleafing Ufcagm of" hope, '■ ' • 
Night's terrors now inform t 

While on her mini dear fceneriea ope. 
And raife the mental flora. 

On fome rude ttone the bow'd her head. 

All helplcfs and : forlorn-; 
Now ftarting- from Iter ragged bed. 

She wilh'd the ling'riag mora ; 

With hewy heart r now nnffeld 
What th' abfent yoath befell ; 

Who fierce befet by ruffians bold, 
Opprefs'd with numbers fell ; 

At length the morn diicWd its ray. 

And calm'd Alifia't fear ; 
She refllefs took her various way, 

Diilrafted, here and there. 

Thus at-te wander'd, wretched maid. 
To mis'ry doom'd! flie found 

A naked- corie along the thade, 
And gafh'd with many a wound. 

Struck to the foal at this dread fcese. 

All modonlefi the ftdod 1 
To view the raven, bird obfccne ! 

Drink up the clotting blood. 
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What horrors did her breaft invade. 

When as the nearer drew / 
Toe features that the raven fed. 

Her lover gave to view. 

With Ouielu (he rent tk* iflnghted air ; 

To tears had fond reconrfe ; 
With frantic hind now tore her hair. 

Now funk upon the carle. 

Then throwing round a troubled- glance. 
With madnefa' ray inflam'd ; 

Beheld fome travellers advance. 
To whom fhe that exclaim'd : 

Ye bafe inhuman train, away I 
What urg'd you to this deed 2 

You've turn'd my gentle love to clay* 
And bade me forrow wed. 

Hark, hark ! the raven flaps her wings- 
She drinks his blood again— 

Ah ! now Ihe feeds on my heart-flrings— 
Ob Jcfu ! (bbthe my pain. 

This fcenf of woe what coa'd create 

The travellers adnuVd j 
While (bricking at the blow of &t*» 

She with a groan cxpir'd. 
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ON the banks of that cryftaliinc ftream 
Where Thames oft" his current delays ; 
And charms, more than poets can dream. 
In his Richmond's bright villa furveys ; 

Fair Ella I of all the gay throng 
The faireft that Nature had feen. 

Now drew every village along. 
From the day Ihe firft dane'd on the green. 

Ah! boaft not of beauty's fond power, 
For fhort is the triumph, ye fair ! 

Not fleeter the bloom of each flower ; 
And hope is but gilded defpair. 

His affection each fwain now, behold. 

By riches endeavours to prove 1 
But Ella ftill cries, What is gold. 

Or wealth, when comparM to his love ? 

. Vol. II. S 
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Yes f Allen, together we'll wield 

Oar ficldes in fammer's bright day j 
Together we 'II leafe o'er the field. 

And fmjle all oar labours away : 

In winter ! I '11 winnow the wheat 

As it falls from thy flail on the ground; 

That flail will be mafic as fweet 

When thy voice in the labour is drown'd. 

How oft' would he fpeak of his blifs ( 
How oft' would he call her hit maid 1 

And Allen would feal with a kifs 
Every promife and vow that he faid. 

But, hark, o'er the graft level • land, 

• The village-bells found on the plain ; 

Falfe Allen ! this mora gave his hand, 

And Ella's fond tears are in vain. 

Sad Ella, too foon, heard the talc! 

Too foon the fad caufc fl*e was tolii 
That his was a nymph of the vale ; 

That he broke his fond promife for gold. 

As fhe walk'd by the margin fo green, 
Which befringes the fweet river's fide. 

How oft' was lhe languilMng feen ! 
How oft* would lhe gaze on the tide t 

* The village of Peterihia. 
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6y the clear river, then as flie (ate. 
Which reflected kerfelf and the mead j 

Awhile (he bewept her fad fate, 

And the green turf Mil pillow'd her head. 

There, there ! i» it Ella, I fee ? 

'Tis Ella, die loft, undone maid ! 
Ah ! no, 'tis Tome Ella, like me. 

Some haplefs young virgin betray'd t 

Like me ! fhe has forrow'd and wept t 
Like me ! fhe has fondly believ*d i 

Like me ! her true promife (he kept. 
And, like me too, is juftJy deceiv'd, 

I come, dear companion in grief! 

Gay fcenes and fond pleasures, adieu 1 
I come! and we'll gather relief 

From bofoBis fo chafte and lb true ! 

Like you ! I have moura'd the long sight. 
And wept out the day in defpair 1 

Like you ! I have banifh'd delight. 
And bofotn'd a friend in my care. 

Ye meadows ! fo lovely, farewel. 
Your velvet, flill Allen mall tread ! 

All deaf to the found of that knell 
Which tolls for his Ella when dead. 
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Your wifh will, too fure be obry'd; 

Nor Allen her lois fhall bemoan 1 
Soon iboiij fhall poor Ella be laid 

Where her heart ihall be cold as your owa. 

Then twin'd in the arms of that fair, 
Whofe wealth has been Ella's Tad fate : 

As, together, ye draw the free air, 
And a thousand dear pleafnres relate : 

If chance, o'er my turf, as ye tread, 

Ve dare to affeft a fond figh ! 
The primrofe will flirink her pale head, 

And the violet langnifh and die. 

Ah! weep not, fond maid ! 'tis in vain; 

Like the tears which you lend to the ftream ; 
Tears ! are loft in that watery plain j 

And your figlia are ftill loft upon him. 

Scarce ! echo had gather'd the found) 

But (he plung'd from her grafs-fp ringing bed: 

The liquid ftream parts to the ground, 
And the mirror clos'd over her head. 

The fwains of the village at eve. 

Oft* met at the dark-fpreading yew ; 

There wonder how man could deceive 
A bofom fo chafte and fo true. 
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With garlands, of every flower, 

(Which Ella herftlf flionld have made) 

They raife up a ihort-living bower ; 
And, fighing ! cry. Peace to her lhade. 

Then ! hand -lock'd-in -hand, as they move 
The green-plotting hillock around : 

They talk of poor Ella, and love; 

And frelhen, with tears, the fair ground. 

Nay, with they had never been born. 
Or livM the fad moment to view ! 

When her Allen could thus be forfworn. 
And his Ells could Aill be fo true. 



S3 



, Gooylc — 



i6» OLD BALLADS, 



XLV. 

COLIN aid N A N C T, 

gy T. P. Sfy. 

FO R daring feats of ruftic (port, 
And carolling his am'rous frrajns r 
In Aram's vale was Colin fanj'd 
The blytheft fhepherd of the plains, 

Fall oft' hat Lane reftrain'd hi) rage. 
And (lowly roll'd his flood- along, 

As lift'ning to the tuneful fwain, 
To catch the cadence of his fong. 

Ah r a thief* ftream of femblance falfe 1 
Thy waters tnurmur'd to betray. 

Hyenas thus, by nature fell, 

Seem plaintive to allure their prey. 

What time the flocks were fafely penn'd, 
And mild the day's laft loitre grew, 

To join the playful 'Village youth, 
Acrofs the plain young Colin flew. 



Thrice 
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Thrice from a wych-elm's withered bough 

A raven ga»s z boding croak ; 
And thrice in anfwer, fcreech'd an owl. 

From the deep hollow of an oak. 

Vet all in vain ! the ifl-oiiien'd yoitk 

On the cliff's foMmit naked flood, 
The fwains attenftiem proudly claim'd. 

Then headlong, ptung'd into the flood. 

Weep every naiad of the fbean ! . ' 

Dafli'd on a rock, he grouting dy'd. 

And with a lucklefs lover's blood 
Polluted is your firver tide ! 

Soon as the village heard the tale. 

Fail to the river's fide they fled— 
Alas ! alas the day tkey cry'd, 

And many a piteous .tear they Iked. 

■ But Nancy, Doran's daughter fair, 
Her bloom the blnfh of mora outvies; 
Her Cong excels the linnet's lay, 

Like dew-drops glift'ning are her eyes. 

When her pale lover Ihe beheld !— 

Herfelf as pale ! — in deep defpair 
And filent woe, her hands me wrung, 

And wildly rCHt her lovely hair. 

S 4 And 
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And muft we thus— (ftie, frantic, faid) 

Thus molt we folemnize our vows !— 

Yet (hall not death my hopes bereave, - 

. For, ev'n in death, I thee e (poufe ? 

Then on his clay-cold corfe flic fell, 
And clafp'd it to her breaking heart. 

And dying, figh'd, I now am thine, 
My Colin ! never more to part 1 

Like two young rofes on a ftem, 
Lopt by the prnner'a hook away, 

Ere half their luftre was difclos'd. 
In with'ring bloom the lovers lay. 

One grave receiv'd them ; where is found 
The primrofe and the vi'let pale : 

And long their haplefs fate was wept 
By ev'ry eye in Aram's vale. 
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WILLIAM akd FANNY. 
Bj J. Robert/on. 

BRIGHT was the morn, the landscape gay, 
Onward young. William rode ; 
Joyful the village to behold, 
His Fanny's loved abode. 

Unlike his former felf -he came. 

In fure difguife array'd ; 
With unlook'd joy hoping to blefs 

His dear, his conftant maid. 

In warblings fweet from every fpray, 

The feather'd choir combine ; 
While Love and Hope in William's breafl, 

The happy concert join. 



No magpye, no harfli raven's note, 

Sinifter boding found, 
But thro' the air, Mufic and Love, 

Blcit omens ! float around. 
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The village opening to his view. 

His fluttering pulfe beat high, 
Whilft tears, from Joy's rich fountain drawn, 

Beam'd fparlding in his eye. 

Soon (hall thefe eyes again, thank heaven. 

Her angel-form behold ; 
Soon mail theft wiining arms again. 

My lovely maid infold. 

He bid ; when lo , is fable gerfe, 
From forth the chnrch-yard way, 

A filent train with dewn-calt eyes. 
Death's banners wide difptay. 

The flcw-t; nga'tt bell, with fotemn tofl, 

A fad adien expreil ; 
On ev'ry face a gervuine grief. 
Full deeply was- impreft. 

Fierce as the eagle William darM, 
When Pride ks creft tiprear'd ; 

Vet melting William as the dove. 
Whene'er Diftrefs appear'd. 

To what kind foul are thele fad rites. 
With* mournful rev'rence paid i 

A grey-hair'd peafant rais'd his eyes, 
And, figning, thus he faid ; 
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If e'er you'w know* Love's wo*irous pcw'r, 

The pitying tear prepare, 
Yon grave ceamtti the fwecreft flowV, 

E'er nipt by cold Defpair. 

Not fpordve lambkin on the dewa 

More lively was than flie ; 
Not lambkin ever crept the green. 

From guileful thoughts more free. 

Not apple -bloflama in the fpringy 

Con'd with her beauties vie ; 
More grteefal tins the doe her fkape; 

Senfe fparkled in her eye. 

Soft tho' her boibm yet untouth'd 

By Love's all-pow'rful ilame, 
Till a young fwain of peerlefs worth. 

From yon blue upland* came. 

The pride of fwains fweet William was. 

Thus ihepherds all agree ; 
A youth fo manly, gentle, brave, 

I ne'er again iLall fee. 

Each nymph beheld him with delight. 

Each Twain with envious eyes ; 
Ev'n Envy's felf might ftand excus'd. 

When Fanny was the prize. 

They 
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They faw, they loVd ; fo fweet a pair 
Ne'er grae'd our wond'ring plain, 

He feem'd by he av'n for her defign'd ; 
fine for her upland fwain. 

Their parent*, friends, with glad accord 

Did on their paffion fmile ; 
But Fate with Cruelty high rais'd 

Their hope*^— but to beguile. 

Ah, what is happinefs ! A fly 

With tinfel'd wings fo gay : 
Sure of the prize, we ltretch our hands, 

"Tis gone ; 'tis lo.it fur aye. 

Heading the needy highland class, 
Onward in threat'ning mood, 

Giant Rebellion came— to drench 
Our peaceful fields in blood. 

To fav&.their country. Freedom's fons 

With gen'rous ardour flew ; 
Never again, ojv may thefe eyes 

Such fcenes of horror, view. 

Young William's lord, to whom both love 

And gratitude were bound, 
With William, foremoft in his train. 

In Freedom's ranks were found. 



Conqneft 
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Conqueft with Uurela William crowns. 

His worth ev'n foes approve ; 
But ah !— tho' Conqueft crowns his arms, 

Defpair awaits his love. 

A 'fquire, for large poffcffions fam'd, 

Saw Fanny, and ador'd ; 
For charms like her's might captivate 

The heart ev'n of a lord. 

He faw, and Vows of ardent love. 

Impatiently he preft; 
Poor Fanny had no heart to give, 

'Twa» lodg'd in William's breaiL 

But curled av'rice, age's bane, 

Had froze her father's mind ; 
She wept, (he pray'dj.nor pray'rs nor tears 

Alas ! con'd pity find. 

To feeling deaf, by riches Inr'd, 

He laid his ftrift command ; 
He dragg'd her to the church ; he forc'd 

Her cold, her heartlefs hand. 

Wealth ! what is wealth of peace depriv'd? 

A glittering pois'nous toy ; 
The nightlhade's jetty ihining fruit 

Allures, but to dcrfiroy. 
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Scarce (even days gone, fince Fanny wort 

The hated marriage-chain ; 
And but yeftreen a broken heart. 

Freed Fanny from her pain. 

Bnt, Stranger, lure thole look* of your's, 

Unufual. feelings (peak ; 
The bridle quits yoor trembling hands, 

The blood forfakes your cheek. 

Down dropt poor William like a corfe, 

Upon the green-fward laid ; 
By pitying peafants known, be'« ftraiglit 

To friendly roof convey'd. 

Revir'd, heart-rending fighs and groans, 

A nVd defpair contefs ; 
ButMadnefs, lad relief ! — arrives 

To lighten his diftrefs. 

When midnight came, from bed efrap'd, 

To Fanny's grave he flew ; 
There ftretch'd, he Fanny call'd — and foon 

To mis'ry bade adien. 

Qold as the lovely fair within, 
Next morn was William found ; 

Weeping, the village faw 'em laid 
In the fame hallow'd ground. 
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There nymphs and ftiepherds often meet. 
To plight their vow* fo true. 

And from a fympachy of foul. 
Their grave with tears bedew. 



xlvh. 

A MX NT OR aro ANNA. 
By tin fame. 

CURST with a confcious feeling mind, 
The poor Amintor lay, 
Wi thin a cheerlefs jail confin'd. 
And %h'd Ms hours away. 

To fave a friend of means bereft, 

Amintor enter'd bail ; 
Friends oft' prove falfe ; Amintor 1 * left 

To languilh in a jail. 

Where are thofe friends, Amintor, where 

Your fummer-days could boaftr 
Like bfcfts now they difappear, 

Kill'd by a wintry frolL 

No friend, fare one, now anxious came. 

To heal Misfortune's wound : 
That friend, true to his peace and fame, 

Was in his Anna found. 

i Hymen 
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Hymen and Cupid wove the chain. 
That link'd her to his heart ; 

With her he half forgot his pain. 
Nor felt Affliction's dart. 

Tho* all the charms that Beauty knows* 

Were in her form expreft, 
Yet faint her outward charms to thofe 

That lodg'd within her breaA. 

Her words, fweet as when peace b giv'« 

To a departing foul, 
Or angel accents fent from heav'n. 

Into hi* bofbm Hole. 

Ceale, ceafe thefe unavailing figfis. 
Let hope your brow unbend ; 

Goodnefs fnpreme our patience tries. 
It ftrikes but to amend. 

Affliction's cloud once overblown, 

Joy, doubly joy appears ; 
The morn o'ercaft, the noon-tide fun 

A ftronger brightnefs wears. 

Virtue affay'd Hill mounts the higher. 

And nobler worth aflumes ; 
As gold, when drofs-rid by the fire. 

More pure and bright becomes. 
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Wlule innocence and goodnefs reign 

In my Amin tor's breaft. 
Our fate with courage we'll (nftain, 

And leave to heav*n the reft. 

Chearful with him, fhe iUII appears 

The meffenger of Hopes 
When from him, to her fmotherM tears, 

She gives a boundlefs fcopc. 

The role, that erft with blooming grace 

Had with the lily fhone, 
By grief was wither'd— — in her face 

The lily reign' d alone. 

Their loves one darling babe had crown'd. 

His parents bell delight; 
The only comfort Anna found 

Each lonely widow'd night. 

Like Magdalen, all radiant grace. 

The fmiler at her breaft 
She oft with bended eye would trace 

Amintor's felf impreft. 

Then ! eager clafp, sind gaze and weep. 
And pour the honey*d kiis, - 

Whiltt fed remembrance piere'd full deep, 
With fcenes of bury'd blifi. 

Vol. II. . T 
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Soon as the lark filiates the day^ ' 

Each morning Anna fliet, 
To chafe corroding rpleen away, 

And blefs Amintor'i eyes, 

A long, long day— No Anna't fi»n.(— 

Her abfence caufes dread; 
When filent, grief cuts far sign keen — 

She preffes a fkk bed. 

The tidings brought, he raving oiefl 
Oh wretch accurft !— For thee. 

For thee the faithful Anna dies. 
Her fated end I fee. 

'Tis thy accuried hand that throw* 
The deadly murd'ron* dart.; 

'Tis thou art author of her woes; 
Thou, thou haft brake ber heart. 

No more, Amintor, now complain, 

Thy Anna *s amply bleft ) . 
Of Fortune and her j^litt'ring train, 

To utmoft wiih pofleft ; 

A kinfman carle, whole griping hand, 

When living was unkind. 
Dying, bequeath 'd her all his land, . 

Sore grievM "twa* left behind. 
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From her fbrfaketj tCPf* &f ftw|h 

And low, enraptur'd bqntU, 
Whilft on rejoicing angel* wingb , 

Her gratitude afeujiW. 

Thanks, tbaafai, 4tCrattMli4mv'nl*-Qb, »FHt, 

This flood of joy I bsWf :. 
Thy mercy fends me dl f.rwxK, : 

Henceforth I'll no> jt/put 4 ; 

la Anna then ordain'd to giy* .,,. , , 

Amintor liberty ? 
For his lov'd" fake I w^b. jo. ]grfjj , . , 

For him well pleas'd .»ou'|d 4if , , . 

To Providence the grateful flgn; 

Burfls from her ap-rajs'd (yes f- 
Nor hecatombs to heav'n appear 

Such pleafing facrificc. . 

How faint the richeft <U#in.gnfl$ -(fepW ' . i 

How languid all' their fires !- 
To thofe in Beanty*j 'eye* jghicfr f lapfe , 

When virtuous joy infajri*] 

With tranfport wild, ihe eager flew 
• To make Amintor Weft: 
She faw Amintor— thrilling view ! 
In ihrouded garment dreft. 
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Frantic that morn he rav'd, I ne'er 

Shall Anna fee again ; 
He fall* a prey to black deipair ; 

His heart-firings bnrft in twain. 

The -weaknefs which from virtue grows, 

Can juftke faulty deem? 
Such weaknefs virtue only knows. 

When virtue 's in extreme. 

Let callous bofoms moralize. 

And frigid rules lay down, 
They feel not who are over-wife. 

Or dart the Stoic frown- 
Like Niobe a-while (he Hands, 

Then finks u^on the floor. 
She lifts her eyes, flw wrings her hands, 

And never rifei more. 

One fach example here below, 

(In heav*n let virtue trull) 
Does an Hereafter plainly mow i 

Cod cannot be unjufl. 
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DAMON and SYLVIA. 

By tbt famt. 

FROM forth the'church, all-blithfomp, gay, 
The youthful Damon came, 
Handing his bride in trim array, 

A fair and wealthy dams t 
Whilft poor foriaken Sylvia flood. 
Her lily'd cheek devoid of blood. 

Oh, Damon, Damon, perjurM youth. 

But for a moment flay, 
Are all your vows and hoafted truth 

Like gormore blown away? 
Give, give me back my heart again ; 
you cannot — for 'tis broke in twain. ' •'. 

Did not you fwear for me alone ; 

Each vow to heav'n did rife I x • 

Did you not fwear a monarch's throne 

Without me you 'd defpife I 
I, witlefs, thought yon true as dove. 
And by my own weigh'd Damon's love, 

T 3 * 
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Bat wealth, that bane of conftancy, 
Lur"d Damon's heart away. 

On fwallow-wings falfe riches fly- 
True love can ne'er d«cay : 

Had I the world to give—you know. 

That worW On Damon. I'd bellow* 

Was there a pain -tonch'd Damon's breaft. 

But Sylvia doubly knew? 
Was .tJJere a joy to mates ttw tiki, 

But took its. rift* front yoa f 
Was there a wifli— (Why heavea thi* figh r>* 
Of Damon's that I cdu'd deny f 

Behold the face you oaee' lb prate* d, 
With grief how pale, how wan ! 

Thofe ey«s, Ot) which you fo have gxz/d, 
How dim, how woe-begone ! 

Cou'd you niy itfntatt tofoai ban, ■ 

You'd Damon fee-*aa4 bloat defpwr. 

But hold — I cane .not to- upbraid, - 

I hither came to die ; 
Beneath the turf when Sylvia's laid* 

Give but one tender figh ; 
'Tis all I nfla, ,'tia all I want; 
Happy if this (matt booh .yc* (Nab. 
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She (aid; and ftraight a dagger atm'd. 
It quaff M her bofom's gore ; 

That bolbm which, with love inflam'd, 
Defpaii- had piere'd before ; 

Inconftant Damon felt the blow, 

And all his future days were woe. 



Tai MAID of AGHAVORE. 
By the Rev. Mr. Sail. 

With the Uft unfuccififul aBhn, near Rathminil, tf 
rijhid the hoptt of Charki in Inland. This event <wa* 
fiortly followed by the arrival of ■Crvnrwitil, during vjbeft 
lieutenancy the tragical event, recorded in the following 
ballad, isfuppo/ed to home happened. ■ 



o 



NCE I was a lively lad, 
As the fprihging feafon glad 



Ere beheld- in its domain 
Or fair Summer in her train. 
Or rich Autumn in his year j 
Sing I could, as Mavis clear; 
Ere, alas, the grief to tell 1 
' Into chains of love I AH, 
But now filem I ntuft be : 
Pity me, Iwains, pity me 1 
Pity me, fince (he's do more, 
Beauteous maid of Aghavore ! 

T* 
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Then I knew not this world's ftatc, 
Nor regarded turns of fate. 
How rebellion) Erin rofe. 
Treating Albion's Ions as foes ; 
Or how fona of Albion led 
O'er the plains difmay and dread, 
Bidding terror to prevail 
All around the Englifh pale ; 
But now filent I mult be : 
Pity me, fwatns, pity me ! 
Pity me, fince flie's no more. 
Beauteous maid of Aghavore! 



Ere to power dark Cromwell grew. 
Only peaceful days I knew; 
Then it was my conflant care 
Ev'ry rural toil to Jhare ; . 
To the pow'rs that guard the plough 
Then alone I paid my vow ; 
Love as then I had not prov'd. 
Or the rapture to be lov'd. 

But now filent I mull be ; 

Pity me, fwains, pity me ! 

Pity me, fince Ihe's no. more, , 

Beauteous maid of Aghavore ! 
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what changes fhepherds feel ! 

1 wis doota'd la carry fled. 
O what troubles had I mlft, 
Among rebels, royalift, 

If I could my peace have priz'd, 

And, as others, temporiz'd! 

But at yet no pains I try'd ; 

Yet I had not feea a bride; 
Now all filent I mill be : 
Pity me, ftvains, pity me] 
Pity me, fince Jhe's no more. 
Beauteous maid of Aghavore! 



To our t a lley foon there came. 
As It chane'd, a beauteous dame, 
Looks (lie had, that far outvy'd 
All our fragrant valley's pride : 
Then, fo gentle was her foul. 
As if hearts ihe ne'er had dole I 
Sprung from a Cromwellian chief— 
But let Sorrow's fong be brief 1 

Now all filent I fhould be ; 

Pity me, fwaias, pity me! 

Pity me, fince file's- no more. 

Beauteous maid of Aghavore \ 
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O hew happy hid I been. 
Had I fuch a bride ne'er facta ! 
All fo beauteous, as I ne'er 
Can find matter to compare 1 
Curls fhe had, oni-fluning jetl 
In her eyes the fan was Set I 
For her fhape, it was a pine. 
Wreath M with fragrant eglantine 1 

But now Stent I malt be: . 

Pity me, iwak», pity me ! 

Pity me, £ncc flic's no mote, 

Bcaiitoew. maid of Aghavoxrl 



When I fmr the lair, I bnra'd. 

She my rnufikm focn retnrn'd. 
Snt when he, her Artier proirf. 
Heard her faith to alien* vow*£ ( 
Rifing in-IuS-MgcrlteFCe, 
Soon he 1 iea^he* beforfl pierce ' 
Wkh" that »nde ttnHghieoss fw<*rt ' 
Wherewith loyal breWfc he gOfA. 
Now all neantfnM ma*, be : 
Pity me, fwoiHs,- pity *n«-* ". 
Pity-fiff, flhte ihe>a no more, "' 
Beabi*m.QJ«id'"of1 Agbiwwe* 



Woods, 
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Woods, that wave on mo an tain -tops. 
O'er whoft mofs the titmoufe hops. 
Tell my tale to milling gates ! 
fountains, weep it through the vales J 
And, with her own forrow faint, 
Let fad Echo join my plaint ! 
Sine* Pve loft the tJrignttfft fair 
E'er that breath'd our ralley'e air. 

Now all mournful I mull bet 

Pity me, iwains, pity me 1 

Pity me, fince flic's no more, 

JteaVtetme ffiaid of Aghavore 1 
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Tb> DIRGE op OFF A. 

By the fame. 

Thlc taffaJ it fuppofcd to he 'written by MordriA, thief 
af the bards hi the reign of Ediiiy, ting of Northnmher- 
*W, whofe fan- Of* wu Jlmn in tie battle of Hatfield 
tVood, A. D. 633. It conchdt* with At nuardt of the 
ford. 

SE E my Ton, my Offa din ! 
He who could chafe his father's foes ! 
Where mall the king now clofe his eyes ? 
Where — but in the tomb of wnes. 

Tis there, thy ftony couch is laid ! 

And there the wearied king may reft— 
tint will not Penda's threats invade 

The quiet of the monarch's breaft? 

No— my ftn mall quell his rage— 

What have I faid > — ;ih me, undone ; 
Ne'er mall the parent's fnowy age 

Recall the tender name of fon 1 
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O would that I for thee lud dy*d 1 * 

Nor liv'd to wail thy piteous cafe t 
Who dar'd defy thofe looks of pride. 

That mark the chiefs of Wyba's race ! 

But, O my foil, I little knew 
What pow'r was in that arm of might! 

That weeds of foch a baleful hue 
The laurel's beauteous wreath mould blight! 

Yes, my fon, the fhaft that thee 

TransfiVd, hath drawn thy father's fate! 

O how will Hengifl weep to fee 
The woes that on hit line await! 

To fee my Offa's latett pangs. 

As mid in death, he bites the more ! 

A favage wolf, with bloody fangs, 
The lamb's unfpotted bofom tore ! 

Who never knew to give offence. 
But to revenge his father's wrong !-— 

Some abler arm convey him hence. 
And bear a father's love along! 

Alas ! this tongue is ali too weak 

The laft fad duties to perform ! 
Thefe feeble arms their taflt forfake ! 

Elfe fliosld they rife in wrathful Horns , 

, Again! 
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Againlt the ruflJefe rebel's head 
Who dar*d luci laurels to detroy g 

To bid each virtue's hope lie dead 1 
And cmfti a parent's only joy 1 

Inter him by yon ivy tew'r. 

And nuje the note of deepeft dole ! 

"Ne'er fhonld a friend, in deathfnl bjMuv 
Ferget the chief of gen'rons fool : 

And o'er the grare ereS a fame, 

Hit worth, and lineage high to tell * 

And, by the faithful crofs be Ihowat 
That in the faith of Christ be fell! . 

Hail ! valiant chiefs of Hatfield. Wood! 

Ne'er may your blooming honour* ceaie 4 
That with unequal fhengtb withfteod 

Th* invader of yonr country's peace. 

Now, round this head let darkneft fall 1 
Defcend, ye Sufis of thund'rous hail 1 

Ne'er fhall be faid, in Edwy's halt . 
That troubled ghoft was heard M wail ! 

Then, with his feeble arm, the fire 

Into the thiefceft battle diet. 
To die, was all th* chief's defire ; 

Opprefs'd with wound) end £rief, he die*. 



:>, Google 



OLD BALLAt)*) *; 

And let thefatpre fetl'ofTfumt, ' - 

If chance ke con* of gfajr*a praiie, 
A) high his quivering £nge» climb. 

Record, that Mordrid pour's! the lap* 



LI. 

.ffj the f ami. 
KIND ADVICE t« Mi HAPPY SHEPHSftP- 

HAPPY fwaiB, wodtfft thou be fre* 
From the cares that follow me, 

Shun the mules 'witching train ; 
Scorn thy pipe, and leave die plan. 

For the pipe brings no relief! 
And the plain but echoes grief; 
And the mufes tuneful (kills 
Cannot charm thy life From ills I 

Marie ye, where yon water* flow I 

.There pines a bard, o'ercome with woe, * 

As to the lad water's fall 

He lings Tinueus*" funeral 1 
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Twu of me he Icarn'd the art, 

But ah— the quill hath pferc'd his heart £ 

And haplefs they, who fondly try 

To fing of wee-as well I ! 

Now of the Stygian gulph he raves. 
Now pores in Etna's fnlph'rous cares. 
Till frantic Fancy reft* her head 
In the burning torrent's bed ! 

Shepherd, ere it be too late, 
Wbuld'ft thou fliun his wayward fate. 
Then leave the melancholy plain. 
So thalt thou live an happy fwaia. 

Oft, beneath the twilight trees,- 
Lurks a fadly fullen breeae ! 
And Pan to Jhapes of lucklefs powV 
Oft delegates the lonely hour, 

Where the oak his gnarled root 
Doth acrofs the pathway (hoot. 
Or with linden's glofly riae 
Laurel-treflcs intertwine ; 

While himfelf, to jocund dance 
Bids the dryad-train advance, 
Nor breaks ofF the frolic found, 
Till the tell-tale ikn conies round. 
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Let the breaft that cafes opppefc 
Dwell with faliuriiwfe: 
Nor change the m life's deCtrt fpringi, 
For the joys that wait on kings. 

Tho' by Aganippe's ftreami 

Ancient bards had golden dreams. 

Deem not bli&fut life was theirs-— 

Golden grain is choak'd wjih tares 

Tremblingly alhtt all o'.tt. 
Much to feel is to deplore, 
And tJje foal gf fenfos lirong 
Gives bat forrows to the fang. 

Think'ft thou Can' fliatl ne'er invade, 
With venom fliaft, thy fecret made f 
In form of Love, he foftly itsula, 
And unfiifpefting hearts efiaili. 

Or, if his way a diftaot frwnd . 
Should to thy lonely tbreAipU bend* 
Like myTimsus h* may be, 
In death, an endlcA y« tp 4ee I 

Of if thy Fates do nptdiriign 
That he mould; djff, and tbeu BuaU'tt ptM, 
As I with Lycoq, both may prove 
Abfence is death to (Jwfe that It* I 

■ -Vol. II. u But 
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But it is not fo in courts— 
There Cupid with light dalliance {ports'; 
And Venus in, a kind difgaife 
Looks- milder thro' Afpa&Vs eye*. 

If a lov'd friend Ihould die, 'tis there 
Thou may'ft with eafe the lofs repair : 
And tho" one nymph flioald faith left prove, 
Another will requite thy love. 

Then, haile thee to the haunts of men ; 
Nor let the little carelels wren. 
As thro' the nut-tree lhade he hops, 
Seduce thee to the filent copfe. 

And, in fom* much-frequented room, ■ 
May'ft thou find a tranquil tomb ; 
While thy unprifon'd fenfes fly 
To the fphere of harmony! 

And, let (he gentle (lumber Heal, 
The lhepherd's clofiog eye to fe.il, 
And bring that future life, of blifs 
For which the virtuous pantntn this I 

Sweet luxury of fouls refiu'd. 
How would it fuit the vulgar mindi 
Let vulgar minds at diftance keep ! 
Nor fright away the lhepherd's fleep ! 
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LII. 

The DRJNKING-h^ATCH at EDEN-HALL. 

In Imitation of the famous ballad .of Chevy Chtce. 

By Philip Me of Wharton. 

{Set Walpole's Royal arid Noble Authors, Vol. H, 
page 130. edit. 1759.) 

GOD profper long from being broke 
The * Luck of Eden-hall ; 
A doleful drinking-bout T fing. 
There lately did befall. 

To chafe the fpleen with cup and can, 

Duke Philip took his way, 
Babes yet unborn fha.ll never fee 

The like of fuch a day. 

The ftout and ever-thirfty duke 

A vow to -God didmaltfe, •' :-'••■ 

His pleafure within Cumberland 

Three live-long nights to take. ■ - 1 . 

* A pint bumper at Sir Chriitophcr Mufgravt's. 
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Sir Mufgrave too, of Mirtindale, 

A true and worth/ knight, 
KftfooD with him a bargain made, 

In drinking to delight. 

The bumpers fwiftly pafs about, 
. Six in a hand went maid f 
And with rfaeir calling for more wine. 
They made die hall reform d. 

Now when thefe merry tidings reach 'd 
The earl of Harold'a. ears, ' 

And am I (qn«th he, with an oath) 
Thai flighted by my peers t 

Saddle my fteed, bring forth my boots, 
I *U be with them right quick ; 

And, mailer merifT, come you too. 
We'll know this fcurvy trick. 

Lo, yonder doth earl Harold tome. 

(Did one at table fay ;) 
*Ti* well, reply'd the mettled duke, 

How will he get away i 

When thru the earl began : Gnat duke, 
I'll know how dus did chance. 

Without inviting jne, fore this 
You did not learn in Prance. 
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One of at two for this offence. 
Under the board IbsH 1«| . 

I know thee well; a duke then art, 
So fome years hence ihall I. 

But truft me, Wharton, pity 'twere 

So much good wine to (pill, 
As thefe companions here may drink, 

Ere they have had their fill. 

Let thou and I, in bumpers full, 

This grand affair decide. 
Accnrs'd be be, dake Wharton (ad, 

By whom it is deny'-d. 

To Andrews, and to Hotham fair. 

Many a pint went round, 
And many gallant gentlemen 

Lay lick upon the ground. 

When, at the laft, the duke eCpfi 

He had the earl fecurfl, 
He ply'd him With a full pint-glafs. 

Which laid him on the floor. 

Who never fpoke more words than thefe, 

After he downwards funk. 
My worthy friends, revenge my fall, 

Duke Wharton fees me drank. 

U 3 
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Then, with a groan, duke Philip bald 

The lick man by the joint, 
And laid. Earl Harold, 'ftead of the?, ', . , 

Would I had draok this pint. _ , 

Alack ! my very heart doth bleed, •. ■ 

And doth within tne finfa ; ,i„ . 

For furely a' more fober earl 

Did never fwallow drink. .''-•' 

With that the fheriff, in a rage, 

To fee the earl fo ftoit, 
Vow*d to revenge the dead-drunk peer 

Upon renown'd Sir Kit- 
Then ftepp'd »;gnllan( 'future forth. 

Of vifage thin and pale, : 
Xloyd was his name, and of Gartg-haJi, 

Fait by the river .Swale » ' ; - - -. 

Who faid he would not have it tqld 

Where Eden river ran, . , 
That unconcern'd he ftioold fit by;. : . 

So, iheiiff, I'm your man. ., 

Now when thefe tidings reach'd the room, 

Where the duke lay in bed, . 
How that the 'fquire fuddenly 

Upon the floor was laid : > 



O heavy 
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6 heavy tidings ! (quoth the duke) 

Cumberland witnels be, 
I have not any captain more 

Of fuch account as he. 

Like tidings to earl Thanet came, 

Within a» fliort a lpace, 
How that the under-flieriff too 

Was fallen from his place. 

Now God be with him (faid the earl) 

Kith 'twill no better be, 
I Craft I have within my town. 

At drunken knights as he. 

Of all the number that were there. 

Sir Bains he fcorn'd to yield ; 
But with a bumper in his hand, 

He ftaggcr'd o'er the field. 

Thns did this dire contention end. 

And each man of the ilain 
Were quickly carried off to fleep— 

Their fenfes to regain. 

God blefa the king, the duchef* fat. 

And keep the land in peace, , 

And grant that drunkennefs henceforth 
*Mong noblemen may ceafe, 

U 4 And 
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And likewife blefs oaf royal prince* 

The nation's other hope. 
And give us grace tor to defy 

The Devil and the Pope. 



Ltlf. 
The DOWY DEN. 

A laay bearing her lover had fatlert inlingU comhai wilh Us 
rival, calk to btr autnJant toy. 

OSee you not yon bonny fteed, 
That eats beneath the tree * 
O tarry not, my tittle boy. 
But bring him faft to me. 

The boy ran nimbly to the place. 

Where fed the milk-white fteed, 
And brought him to the lady fair, 

Who mounted him with fpeed. 

The whip ihe ply'd— the coorfer flew. 

The duft in clouds did rife, 
And foon the fpy'd the * DowyDen 

Where her true lover lies. 

* Dotty lignifiea di&ml. 
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But bow th* panting feed fh* ftop'd, 
And on the ground Ibe fpriMg, 

Then hied her to the fatal place, 
With trees and bnfhei hung. 

A dreary place, I ween, it was, 

And mournful to behold ; 
Above— the winds did doleful blow. 

Below— dark waters roll'd. 

All coW and pale the youth wat laid 

Fail by the rueful flood ; 
A breathlefa corfe outftretch'd he lay. 

And all befmcar'd with blood* 

O figh of woe 1 (he cry'd, and ran 

To where her lover lay, 
Then, like an afpin, quiv'ring ftood, 

And gaz'd on the cold clay. 

That breaft where oft thou, Iov«-fitk maid ! 

Haft laid thy languid head, 
Doth now prefent the ghaflly wound 

Made by the deathful blade. 

Thofe yellow locks, that oft with joy 

Thy lily hand hath bound, 
Tofs'd by the wind, now loofcly flow 

Negfe&ed on the ground. ' 
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How cold and wan at noon that check, 

Where glow'd at morn the role ! 
. Thofe beauteous eyes the fleep of death 
Doth new for ever clofe. 



In file nt anguilh fix'd /he flood, 

And o'er the body hung. 
Then ftooping, grafp'd and kifs'd the band. 

And fighing, thus began : 

Nor wealth nor grandeur pow'r could have 

My faithful heart to (hake ; 
For thee it beat, O moch-lov'd boy t 

For thee if now doth break. 

Why did thy wrathful rival think 

His fword could us disjoin ? 
Did he not know that love had made 

My life but one with thine i 

Then; haughty baron, know it now, . 

Nor hope I'll be thy bride ; 
With this dear youth I joy to die, 

Contemn thy pomp and pride. 

And thou, my father, come and lee 

How low thy daughter lies ; 
From croffiag virtuous love, behold 

What dire misfortunes rife. 



O haplefi 
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O haplefi youth! — But ah! no more 
Her fault'ring tongue could iky-; 

Then ibftly funk upon his bread. 
And breath'd her foul away. 



, , LIV. 

DUNCAN A FRAGMENT. 

SA W ye the Thane o'meilde pride. 
Red anger in his .eye 1 
I faw him not, nor care, he cry*d j 
Red anger frights na' me. 

For I have fluid whar honour bade, 
, Tho' Death trod on his heel: 
Mean is the well that ftoops to fear; 
Nae lie may Duacan, feel. 

Hark ! hark ! or was it but the wind . 

That thro' the ha' did ftngf 
Hark 1 hark ! agen : a warlike fliont 

The black woods round do ring. 

'Tis na' for nought, bald Duncan cry'd. 

Sic Jhou tings on the wind: 
Syne up he ftarted frae his feat, 

A [hrang o' fpears behind. 
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Haffie, halte; my valiant hearts, he (aid, 

Anes mare to fallow me ; 
We "11 meet yon fliouters by the bum j 

I guefs wha they may be. 

But wha it he that fpeeds fae fall, 
Frae the flaw-marching thrang t 
Sae frae the mirk clond flloots a beanT, 

The Iky'* blue face alang. 

Some meflenger it is, mayhap ; 

Then not of peace> I trov s 
My mailer, Dilncan, bade me tin. 

And fay thefe words to you. 

Reftore agen that bluitrmjg rofe, 
Your rude hand pluck' d awa' ; 

Reftore again; his Mary fair. 
Or you (hall rue the fa'. 

Three fairies the gallant Duncan tulk, 
And Ihuik his forward fpear '. 

Gae tell thy.mafter, beardleft youth. 
We are na' wont to fear. 

He comes na.' on a waffel rotat 

Of revel, fport, and play ; 
Our fwords gait fame proclaim us men 

Lang ere this raefu' day. 
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The rofe I plnck'd, of right is mine j 

Oar hearts together grew 
Like twa fweet rofes on ae fta'k-— 

Frae hate to love Ihe flew. 

Swift as a winged fhaft he fpad : 

Bald Duncan faid, in jeer, 
Gae tell thy naafter, beardief* youth. 

We are na' wont to fear. 

He comes n*' on a waflel root. 

Of revel, fport, and play ,• 
Our fwords gait fame proclaim hi men. 

Lang ere this ruefu' day. 

The rofe I pluck'd, of right it mine ; 

Our hearts together grew 
Like twa fweet rofes on ae fta'k — 

Frae hate to love (i\e flew. 

He Kamp'd his foot upo' the ground, 

And thus in wrath did fay : 
God ttrik my faul if frae this field 

We baith in life fhall gae. 

He wav'd his hand - r the pipes thrfy play'd. 

The targets clatter'd round, 
And now between the meeting facs 

Was little fpace of ground, , 
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But wha u (he that tint fa= fait? 

Her feet nae flap they find ; 
Sae fwiftly rides the milky dond 

Uppn the Gunner's wind. - 

Her face, a mantle fcreen'd afore. 

She fhow'd of lily hue : 
Sae frae the gray mill breaks the fan 

To drink the morning-dew. 

Alake, my friends ! what fight is thir? 

Oh, itap your rage, fhe cry'd : 
Whar love with hooey'd lip fliould be, 

Mak not a breach fae wide. 

Can then my uncle draw hU fword, 
My hufband's brealt to bleid ? 

Or can my fweet lord do to him 
Sic foul and ruthlefs deid 1 

Bethink ye, uncle, of the time 

My gray-hair'd father died : 
Frae whar your flirill horn fliuik the wood, 

He fent for you wi' fpeed : 

My brother, gard my bairn, he faid ; 

She has nae father foon : t 

Regard her, Donald, as your ain ; 

I'll aft nae ither boon. 
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Would dwn my uncle force my love, 

WJmr love it cou'd na* be. 
Or wed me to the man I hate i 

Was this his care of mel 

Can thefe brave men, who bat of late 

Together chai'd the deer, ' 
Againft their coraradea bend their bows. 

In bliiidy hunting here ? 

She fpake, while trickling ran the tears 

Her blulhing cheek alang ; 
And filence, like a heavy cloud, 

O'er a' the warriors hang. 



Syne ftapt the reJ-hair'd Malcom forth, 
Threefcore his yean and three ; 

Yet a', the ftrength of ftrongeft youth 
In fie an eild had he : 

Nae pity was there in his, breaft ; 

For war alane he lo'd; 
His gray een fparkled at the fight 

Of plunder, death, and blu'id. 

What ! (hall oar hearts of fteel, he laid. 

Bend to a woman's fang ? 
Or can her words our honour quit 

Eor fie dilhoneft wrung ? 
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For this did a' thefc warriors come. 

To hear an idle tale j 
And o'er our death -iccnftooi'd arm* 

Shall filly tears prevail I 

They gied a fhout, their bows they taitt. 
They clafh'd their ileeiy fword* 

Like the loud waves of Bara't fhore ; ■ 
There was nae room for words. 

A cry the weeping Mary gied: 

O uncle! hear my prayer : 
Heed na' that man of bluidy loofcj— 

She had nae time for niair ; 

For in the midil anon there came 

A blind, unweetiog dart. 
That glanc'd frae aff her Duncan's urge. 

And Hi ack her to the heart. 

A while (he ftagger'd, fyne (he fell. 

And Duncan fee'd her fa' : 
Aftound he flood ; for in his limbs 

There was nae power at a'. 

The fpear he meant at faes to fling. 
Stood fix'd within his hand: 

His lipi, half open, cou'd na' (peak : 
His life was at a Hand. 
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Sae the black flump of feme auld aik. 

With aims in triumph dight, ■■ ■ 

Seems to the traveller like a man, ! 



C*ttra dtfunt. 



JLV. - ■■ 

Thi fair penitent.- 

YE mountains to dreary and dread. 
To whom I fo often repair. 
In pity fall down on my head. 
And fnatch me at once from defpair. 

In mercy, ye Hues, to my Woes, ' ' - 

Let your thunders avengingly roll. 

And death kindly hum to repofe 
The jEtna that burfla on my foul. 

Twelve moons have I fcarcely been'wed. 
And honourM with Beverley's name : 

Yet how has the conjugal bed 
Been Aeep-'d in pollution and fhairie ]' 

-.Vol. II. X 
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To the fonddi ; and wwthiefc youth. 
All fpotted aod perjiu-'d I (land i 

And this ring, which once (wore 10 my truth, 
Now deaden*,. Uira' guilt, on my haul. 

Perdition quick fall on the hour 
That firft I faw Clerimont'a face, 

And fatally gave him a power 
To plunge me in endlefs difgrace. 

From Time's fwiftly-fil vexing wing 

This inftant O let it be torn ; 
And pluefc fwrn Remembrance a, fling. 

Too bitter by far to be borne. 

Once white at thll moon's pnreft ray. 

This bolbm could confcioufly heave, 
Defpife every thought to betray, " 

And deteft: every wiflt to deceive. - 

Once crown'd with, contentment and reft. 
My days held the.happieft race i 

And the night faw. me equally bleft. 
In my Beverley's honcft embrace : 

But now, oqe continued difgeUe, 
I'm hackney'd in.fajfehnod and art. 

And teach every glance of my aye* 
To conceal every with of. my lieart. 



„GoogIc 



OLD BALLADS. 

To meet with poor Beverley's kifs, 
What transport appear* in my air 1 

Tho' his brealt, once the pillow of blifs. 
Swells only with death and defpair. 

If a look is by accident caught* 
I'm fill'd with a thoufand alarms 5 

And Clerimont fires every thought. 
When I melt e'en in Beverley's arms. 

Great Ruler of all things above. 
Whom Father of mercies we deem', 

Let duty direft me to love 

Where reafon compels my efteem. 

Yet how to thy throne fliall I run j 
For pardon, how can I exclaim ; 

When every renewal of fun 
Beholds a renewal of thame ! 

Nay, now while the guilt I deleft. 
My conscience fo dread fully, wrings ; 

This Clerimont grows on my"breaft. 
And infenfibly twifc round the Mags. 

DiAra&ion, this inftant repair, 

And feize the leaft atom of brain ; 

For nature no longer can bear 
This incredibly fulnefs of pain 1 
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Let mercy employ its own time, 
I date not look upward that way ; 

For unlefi I defiit from my crime, 
'Tis blafphemy furely to pray. 
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